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JtOFIN  CHERRICK 


jR.ohin  JJerricJc 

I 

There  sat  the  Parson  reading  his  Martia l,  marking 
passages  which  stirred  an  English  echo  of  Poetry/  which 
sifted  Roman  kisses  into  Devon  girls ;  and  still  the  dusk 
matted  the  leaves  of  the  elm  together.  He  had  been 
reading  all  through  the  afternoon  and  into  the  evening/ 
so  that  his  eyes  had  grown  accustomed  to  the  dimness ; 
but  he  heard  a  rustle  and  looked  up.  When  he  gazed 
back  he  could  not  see  a  word.  It  was  {Julia,  of  course. 

Disturbed/  he  turned  his  eyes  to  where  all  the  girls 
were  lying  in  a  huddled  naked  heap/  piled  up  against 
the  wall  in  the  corner/  like  pillows ',  all  the  life  soothed 
out  of  them  by  sleep.  Only  a  paint  of  life  remained/ 
breathing/  a  subtle  cosmetic  of  warmth.  Julia/  Anthea , 
Phillis,  Jucia,  Corinna,  Per  ilia,  Sappho,  Sylvia, 
Dianeme,  Genone.  They  were  growing  too  mischievous: 
he  would  have  to  get  a  bigger  cage  to  hold  them. 

It  was  becoming  a  scandal:  he  knew  the  gossips  in 
the  inn  were  talking  about  the  clergyman  with  his  cage= 
full  of  girls.  It  was  said  he  smuggled  them  in  crates  from 
the  Grand=Turk,  clucking  like  hens,  bought  out  ol  the 
tithe=money.  He  had  heard  them  once  as  he  peered  in 
over  the  sill  on  a  night  when  no  moon  had  cut  the  air 
into  a  black  fret=work  of  trees. 
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'[  don’t  grow  oats/  said  old  Ebenezery  7 to  keep  that 
poking  nosed  rakehcll  in  wench*  fleshy  no  /  don  tE 
yAhy  Parson  be  a  gay  gentleman/  he  be  for  sure/ 
(Jereniy  had  replied  ' Lis  needs  more  preaching  and  less 
gaudie  trinketing  in  this  parish . 

' And  his  hair/  said  Ebenezery  in  dign  ant/ all  prettified 
with  curling* tongs;  a  shame  I  call  it  upon  the  Lord’s 
Anointed/ 

Herrick  had  walked  boldly  into  the  warm  lamplight 
of  the  tavern  and  called  for  a  round  of  a/e,  which  they 
all  accepted. 

These  old  men  did  not  understand.  His  girls  were 
not  ordinary  harem*spoily  lazy  odalisques  sucking  pearls 
to  pass  the  time.  The  heathen  Turks  thought  women 
had  no  souls;  perhaps  truly.  But  could  not  y Julia  be  a 
soul  though  she  had  none  ?  / bur  soul  or  mine:  not  dim 
stuff  ol  the  spirit  floating  like  sunsets  round  the  cherry = 
blossomy  but  kindly  sirens  of  a  man’s  lonely  thought; 
for  no  girl  exists  until  she  has  taken  the  shape  of  a  kiss. 
That  is  why  there  are  bodies. 

His  girlsy  what  were  they  ?  When  they  knocked  at 
the  doory  naked  and  confident/  he  had  not  the  heart  to 
turn  them  out.  But  why  should  they  continue  to  cheat 
his  mouth ,  becoming  a  serpentine  drift  ol  flowers,  or  a 
luminous  statue  of  scent  whose  hair  streamed  like  the 
withies  of  a  fountain y  crisp  waters  of gold/  covering  their 
bodies  as  the  wind  blew ?  And  when  Sylvia  lifted  her 


hair  up  around  him ,  she  became  a  tree  rustling  with 
shadows  of  cool  thought.  They  were  everywhere.  Tie 
seemed  to  spend  his  whole  life  in  dressing  and  undress = 
ing  them ,  holding  up  mirrors  for  them ,  gilding  the  dew- 
drops  on  their  hair,  curving  the  perfimies  of  their  flesh 
into  more  delicate  softnesses/  putting  dimples  in  their 
chins  or  their  shoulder-blades  with  his  little- finger.  There 
were  never  enough  mirrors:  he  could  not  afford  another 
one/  and  yet  all  the  dewy  leaves  of  the  elm  did  not 
satisfy  them /  not  all  the  pools  of  Devon  crusted  with 
moonlight. 

Pools.  He  liked  looking  into  pools:  they  were  so  full 
of  girls.  Narcissus  liked  it  too.  What  was  the  way  that 
the  old  philosophers  interpreted  that  tale ?  It  was  wrong , 
somewhere.  Why  did  they  all  say  that  Narcissus >  the 
soul  wandering  contented  among  gem-like  flowers/  fell 
in  love  with  himself,  a  beckoning  reflection  of  Narcissus 
on  the  pool  of  matter ?  Jfes/  but  it  was  rather  Narcissa 
who  lifted  up  the  brown  ripples  of  her  hair  to  stare  back 
into  my  eyes.  How  reach  the  soul’s  unity  l  In  this  sweet 
simple  act  of  love ?  JfeS/  and  in  more,  yfulia  opened  her 
eyes  and  he  knew  it  was  in  Poetry. 

As  he  reached  for  the  quill \  he  smiled  chidingly  into 
those  brown  sleepy  pools  of  her  eyes.  Anyhow y  if  his 
hair  was  curly/  it  was  not  because  he  used  tongs/  as 
Ebenezer  had  spitefully  suggested/  but  because  Julia 
would  never  stop  curling  it  round  her  linger.  He  wrote: 


Ah,  Julia ,  let  me  woo  thee, 

Thus,  thus  to  come  unto  me; 

And  when  I  shall  meet 
Thy  silv'ry  feet, 

My  soul  I  ll pour  into  thee. 

Oh  well,  later  he  would  expand  this.  To-morrow  was 
Whitsunday.  Ah,  how  this  earth  was  say!  Girls  had 
bodies,  not  merely  clothes.  The  morning  would  see 
sheaves  of  kisses  gathered,  with  bluebells.  Clear  as  those 
kisses,  the  birds  will  sing,  and  I  will  sing  too.  I  am  a 
bird.  The  songs  we  sing  are  straight  and  fragile  as  a 
wisp  ol  straw,  and  rich  as  cream  eaten  at  dawn. 
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II 


fDarkness  has  scorched  the  leaves  which  shone  with 
the  wind  of  those  flutes.  The  Puritan  Rebellion  with 
its  morality  of  shop-keepers — that  was  the  darkness. 
One  of  those  whose  hate/  shrill  in  its  Jana  ticism/  helped 
to  strip  the  leaves  of  all  this  laughter,  has  left  us  a  picture 
of  that  birth  of  the  spring.  Phillip  Stubbes  looked  on, 
and  the  acute  anger  of  his  righteousness  translates  itself 
into  the  lyric  rush  of  these  revellers.  How  beautiful  the 
glittering  girls  he  hated,  the  merry  fellows  he  hated,  listen: 

' First,  all  the  wilde-heds  ol  the  Parish,  conuenting  to = 
gither,  chuse  them  a  Craund-  Captain  (of  all  mis= 
cheefej  whome  they  innoble  with  the  title  of'7 my  Lord 
of  A  lis-rule'7,  and  him  they  crowne  with  great  solem= 
nitie,  and  adopt  lor  their  king.  The  king  anointed 
chuseth  forth  twentie,  fortie,  threescore  or  a  hundred 
lustie  Cuttes,  like  to  him  self,  to  waighte  vppon  his  lordly 
Alaiestie,  and  to  guarde  his  noble  person.  Then,  euerie 
one  of  these  his  men,  he  inuesteth  with  his  liueries  of 
green,  yellow,  or  some  other  light  wanton  colour ;  And  as 
though  that  were  not  (baudiej  gaudie  enough,  I  should 
say,  they  bedecke  them  selues  with  scarfs,  ribons  Sc  laces 
hanged  all  ouer  with  golde  rings,  precious  stones,  Sc  other 
iewels:  this  doon,  they  tye  about  either  leg  xx.  or  xl.  bels, 
with  rich  handkerchcifs  in  their  hands,  and  sometimes 
laid  a  crosse  ouer  their  shoulders  Sc  necks,  borrowed  lor 
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the  most  parte  o  f  their  pretie  Afopsies  So  looking  Bessies/ 
for  bussing  them  in  the  dark.  Thus  a l  things  set  in 
order/  then  haue  they  their  Hobby-horses/  dragons  8c 
other  Antiques/  togither  with  their  haudie  Pipers  and 
thundering  Drummers  to  strike  vp  the  deuils  daunce 
withalL  then/  marche  these  heathen  company  towards 
the  Church  and  Church-yard/  their  pipers  pipeing r 
their  drummers  thundring ,  their  stumps  dauncing ,  their 
hels  iyngling/  their  handkerchiefs  swinging  about  their 
heds  like  madmen/  their  hobbie  horses  and  other  monsters 
skirmishing  amongst  the  route:  and  in  this  sorte  they  go 
to  the  Church  ( I  say)  8c  into  the  Church  ( though  the 
Alinister  be  at  praier  or  preaching)  dancing  and  swing¬ 
ing  their  handkercheifs  ouer  their  heds  into  the  Church 
like  deuils  incarnate ,  with  such  a  confuse  noise/  that  no 
man  can  hear  his  own  voice.  Then  the  foolish  people 
they  looke/  they  stare ,  they  laugh/  they  fleer/  8c  mount 
vpon  fourmes  and  pewes  to  see  these  goodly  pageants 
solemnized  in  this  sort.  T hen  after  this >  about  the  Church 
they  goe  againe  and  again /  8c  so  foorth  into  the  church¬ 
yard/  where  they  haue  commonly  their  Sommer -haules/ 
their  bowers/  arbors >  8c  banqueting  houses  set  vp y  wherein 
they  feast/  banquet  8c  daimce  al  that  day  8c  (peraduen- 
ture)  all  the  night  too.  And  thus  these  terrestriall  furies 
spend  the  Sabaoth  day. 

' They  have  also  certain  papers /  wherin  is  painted 
some  babblerie  or  other  of  Imagery  woork/  8c  these  they 
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call'  7 my  Lord  of  mis-rules  badges'7:  these  they  giue  to 
eueryone  that  wilgiue  money  for  them  to  maintaine  them 
in  their  hethenrie •,  diuelrie ,  whordome,  drunkennes/  pride/ 
and  what  not. 

7 Another  sorte  of  fantastical! fooles  bring  to  these  hel= 
houndes  ( the  Lord  ol  mis=rule  and  his  complices)  some 
bread,  some  good-ale/  some  new = cheese/  some  olde/  some 
custards /  8c  fne  cafes;  some  one  thing/  some  another. 

7 Against  A'fay/  Whitsonday/  or  other  time  all  the 
yungmen  and maideS/  olde  men  and  wiueS/  run  gadding 
ouer  night  to  the  woods/  groues •,  hils/  8c  mountains/ 
where  they  spend  all  the  night  in  plesant  pastimes;  8c 
in  the  morning  they  return/  bringing  with  them  birch  8c 
branches  of  trees /  to  deck  their  assemblies  withall.  and 
no  meruaile ,  for  there  is  a  great  Lord  present  amongst 
them /  as  superintendent  and  Lord  ouer  their  pastimes 
and  sportes/  namely  Sathan/  prince  of  hel.  But  the 
cheifest  iewel  they  bring  from  thence  is  their  Alay=pole/ 
which  they  bring  home  with  great  veneration ,  as  thus. 
They  have  twentie  or  fortie  yoke  of  Oxen/  euery  Oxe 
hauing  a  sweet  nose=gay  of  flouers  placed  on  the  tip  of 
his  homes;  and  these  Oxen  drawe  home  this  A4ay=pole 
(this  stinking  )fdol/  rather)  which  is  couered  all  ouer 
with  floures  and  hearbs/  bound  round  about  with 
strings  from  the  top  to  the  bottome ,  and  sometime  painted 
with  variable  colours/  with  two  or  three  hundred  men/ 
women  and  children  following  it  with  great  deuotion. 


And  thus  Seeing  reared  up  with  handkercheefs  an  d  flags 
houering  on  the  top,  they  straw  the  ground rounde  about, 
hinde  green  houghes  about  it,  set  vp  sommer  haules, 
bowers,  and  arbors  hard  by  it;  And  then  fall  they  to 
daunce  about  it,  life  as  the  heathen  people  did  at  the 
dedication  of  Idols,  whereof  this  is  a  perfect  pattern,  or 
rather  the  thing  it  self.  I  heard  it  credibly  reported  (and 
that  viua  voce)  by  men  of  great  grauitie  and  reputation, 
that  o!  fortie,  threescore,  or  a  hundred  maides  going  to 
the  wood  ouer  night,  there  haue  scaresly  the  third  part 
of  them  returned  home  againe  vndefled: 

This  was  Herrick  s  world.  That  demiurge  of  apple * 
blossom  wove  a  sweetness  into  the  f lower  ^broideries  of 
spring  not  otherwise  there,  not  to  be  trampled  out  by 
any  Stubbes.  In  small  songs  he  caught  a  mounting  wave 
ol  happiness  that  was  not  small,  that  was  a  cry  from  the 
heavens  where  Marcissus  wanders  among  gem=  like 

flowers.  Peter  Meadows 
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WHITHER,  MAD  MAIDEN 


The  Argument  of  his  Booh 


I  sing  of  Brooks >  of  Blossomes/  Birds,  and  Bowers: 
OfAp  ril,  At  ay,  of ffunQ/  and  (fuly- Blowers. 

I  sing  ol  A4ay=poles,  Hock= carts,  Wassails,  Wakes, 
Of  Bridegrooms,  Brides,  and  of  tlieir  BridalU  cakes. 
I  write  of  T^outh,  ol  Love,  and  have  Accesse 
By  these,  to  sing  of  cleanly  =  Wantonnesse. 

I  sing  of  Dewes,  of  Raines,  and  piece  Joy  piece 
Of  Balme,  of  Oyle,  of  Spice,  and  Amber=  Greece. 

I  sing  of  Times  trans= shifting;  and  I  write 
How  Roses  first  came  Red,  and  Lillies  White. 

I  write  of  Groves,  of  Twilights,  and  I  sing 
The  Court  of  Adah,  and  of  the  Fairie=King. 

I  write  of  Hell;  I  sing  (and  ever  shall) 

Ol  Heaven,  and  hope  to  have  it  after  all 


To  his  A  fuse 

Whither,  A  lad  maiden  wilt  thou  roame ) 
Farre  safer  ’twere  to  stay  at  home: 
Where  thou  mayst  sit,  and  piping  please 
The  poore  and  private  Cottages. 

Since  Coats,  and  Hamlets,  best  agree 
With  this  thy  meaner  Alinstralsie. 
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There  with  the  Reedy  thou  mayst  expresse 
The  Shepherds  Fleecie  happinesse : 

And  with  thy  eclogues  intermixe 
Some  smooth/  and  harmlesse  Beucolicks. 
There  on  a  Hillock  thou  mayst  sing 
LInto  a  handsome  Shephard ling; 

(Dr  to  a  Girle  (that  keeps  the  Meat ) 

With  hreath  more  sweet  then  Violet. 

There/  there/  (perhaps)  such  Lines  as  These 
Alay  take  the  simple  'Villages. 

But  for  the  Court/  the  Country  wit 
Is  despicable  unto  it 
Stay  then  at  home/  and  doe  not  goe 
Or  flie  abroad  to  seeke  for  woe. 

Contempts  in  Courts  and  Cities  dwell; 

Mo  Critick  haunts  the  Poore  mans  Cell: 
Where  thou  mayst  hear  thine  own  Lines  rea 
By  no  one  tongue/  there/  censured. 

That  man  s  unwise  will  search  for  III \ 

And  may  prevent  it/  sitting  still. 


\Mhen  he  would  have  his  verses  read 

In  sober  mornings doe  not  thou  reherse 
The  holy  incantation  of  a  verse; 


But  when  that  men  have  both  well  drimke,  and  fed/ 
Bet  my  Enchantments  then  he  simg,  or  read 
When  Laurell  spirts  ith  fire,  and  when  the  Hearth 
Smiles  to  it  selfe ,  and  guilds  the  roofe  with  mirth; 
When  up  the  *Thyrse  is  rais’d,  and  when  the  sound 
Of  sacred  i  Orgies  flyes,  A  round,  A  round. 

Where  the  Rose  raignes,  and  lochs  with  ointments  shine, 
Eet  rigid  Cato  read  these  Lines  of  mine. 

*  A  Javelin  twind  with  Ivy. 

T  Songs  to  Bacchus. 


/JDraw  and  Urinke 

cWiilh  stilyour  Fountains,  and  your  Springs,  for  why ■ 
The  more  th  are  drawn,  the  lesse  they  wil grow  dry. 


The  departure  ol  the  good  Daemon 

What  can  Ido  in  Poetry, 

Now  the  good  Spirit  ’ s  gone  from  me  ? 
Why  nothing  now,  hut  lonely  sit, 

And  over=read  what  I  have  writ. 
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'ars 


If  ’  rnonyst  my  many  Poems/  I  can  see 
One,  onely/  worthy  to  he  washt  hy  thee: 

I  live  for  ever^  let  the  rest  all  lye 

In  dennes  of  Darkness,  or  condemn  d  to  die. 


d Discontents  in  Devon 

cfliore  discontents  / never  had 
Since  I  was  horn,  then  here , 

Where  I  have  heen,  and  still  am  sad, 
In  this  dull  Devonshire: 

Det  justly  too  I  must  confesses 
I  ne  * r  invented  such 
Ennobled  numbers  for  the  Presse, 
Then  where  I  loath’d  so  much. 

OTis  request  to  Julia 

Julia,  ifl  chance  to  die 
Ire  I  print  my  Poetry y 
I  most  humbly  thee  desire 
To  commit  it  to  the  fire: 

Better  ’ twere  my  Boole  were  dead, 
Then  to  live  not  perfected. 
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Not  every  day  fit  for  Verse 

’Tis  not  ev  ’ ry  day/  that  / 

Fitted  am  to  prophesie: 

/Vo,  hut  when  the  Spirit  his 
The  fantastic k  Pannicles: 

Full  offer;  then  I  write 
As  the  Godhead  doth  indite. 

Thus  in  ray  ’d/  my  lines  are  hurl’d. 
Tike  the  Syhells,  through  the  world. 
Took  how  next  the  holy  her 
Either  slakes/  or  doth  retire; 

So  the  Fancie  cooles /  till  when 
That  6 rave  Spirit  comes  agen. 


To  his  Booh 

^Before  the  Press  scarce  one  co  ’d see 
A  little= peeping = part  of  thee: 

But  since  th  ’  art  Printed/  thou  dost  call 
To  shew  thy  nakedness  to  all. 

My  care  for  thee  is  now  the  less; 
(Flawing  resign  ’d  thy  shame fac  ’ tness:) 
Go  with  thy  Faults  and  Fates;  yet  stay 
And  take  this  sentence/  then  away; 
Whom  one  helov’d  will  not  suffce/ 

She  ’ l  runne  to  all  adulteries. 


c 
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To  his  Booke 


J/ave  I  not  blest  Thee  ?  Then  go  Forth;  nor  fear 
Or  spice or  fish,  or  fire,  or  close=stools  here. 

But  with  thy  fair  Fates  leading  thee,  So  on 
With  thy  most  white  Predestination. 
fSlor  thinke  these  Ages  that  do  hoarcely  sing 
The  farting  Tanner,  and  familiar  King; 

The  dancing  Frier,  tatter  din  the  bush; 

Those  monstrous  lies  of  little  Robin  Rush: 

Tom  Chipperfeild,  and pritty*  lisping  Med, 

That  doted  on  a  AT  aide  ol  ^ ingerbred 
The  flying  Pilcher,  and  the  frisking  Dace, 

With  all  the  rabble  of  Tim* ' Tr undells  race, 

( Bred  from  the  dung=hils,  and  adulterous  rhimes,) 
Shall  live,  and  thou  not  superlast  all  times  l 
No,  no,  thy  Stars  have  destin  ’d  Thee  to  see 
The  whole  world  die,  and  turn  to  dust  with  thee. 


To  the  JAetracter. 

Where  others  love,  and  praise  my  dcrscs;  still 
Thy  long*  black*  Thumb*  nail marks  ’em  out  for  ill: 
A  fellon  take  it,  or  some  Whit*  flaw  come 
For  to  unslate,  or  to  untile  that  thumb! 

But  cry  thee  A'fercy:  Exercise  thy  nailes 
To  scratch  or  claw,  so  that  thy  tongue  not  railes: 
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Some  numbers  prurient  are.  And  some  of  these 
Are  wanton  with  their  itch ;  scratch  and  twill  please. 


LIpon  the  same 

I  ash ’t  thee  oft ,  what  Poets  thou  hast  read/ 

And  lih  st  the  best?  Still  thou  reply  ’st/  The  dead. 
I  shall/  ere  long/  with  green  turfs  cover  ’dbe; 

Then  sure  thou  t  life/  or  thou  wilt  envie  me. 


To  CriticJcs 

lie  write ,  because  lie  give 
You  Critichs  means  to  live: 
For  sho  ’d  I  not  supply 
The  Cause/  th’ effect  wo  ’d  die. 


o  n  himselfe 

One  Fare  tingles ;  some  there  be/ 
That  are  snarling  now  at  me: 

Be  they  those  that  Homer  bit/ 

I  will  give  them  thanks  for  it. 
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Parccll=gil  t= Poetry 

pet  s  strive  to  be  the  best ;  the  Gods ,  we  know  it, 
Pillars  and  men,  hate  an  indifferent  Poet. 


To  Aiusiclc 

Gleg  in  to  charme,  and  as  thou  stroak  st  mine  ea res 
With  thy  enchantment,  melt  me  into  tears. 

Then  let  thy  active  hand scu’ d  o  ’ re  thy  Lyre: 

And make  my  spirits  frantick  with  the  fire. 

That  done,  sink  down  into  a  silv  rie  straine ; 

And  male  me  smooth  as  Balme,  and  Gile  againc. 


LIpon  (Julia  s  Voice 

ffo  smooth,  so  sweet,  so  silv  ry  is  thy  voice, 

As,  could  they  hear,  the  Damn  ’d  would  make  no  noise, 
But  listen  to  thee,  (walking  in  thy  chamber) 

Adelting  melodious  words,  to  Lutes  of  Amber. 


c pis  aine 

When  I  thy  singing  next  shall  heare, 
He  wish  I  might  turne  all  to  ea  re, 


£0 


To  drink  in  Notes,  and  Numbers;  such 
As  blessed soules  cann  ’t  heare  too  much: 
Then  melted  down,  there  let  me  lye 
Entranc  ’d,  and  lost  confusedly: 

A^d  by  thy  Alusique  strucken  mute/ 

Die ■,  and  be  turn ' d into  a  Lute. 


To  Aiusicle,  to  becalme  a  sweeUsicTyouth 

Charms ',  that  call  down  the  moon  from  out  her  sphere, 
On  this  sick  youth  work  your  enchantments  here: 

Bind  up  his  senses  with  your  numbers,  so, 

As  to  entrance  his  paine,  or  cure  his  woe. 

Tall  gently,  gently,  and  a  while  him  keep 
Lost  in  the  civill  Wildernesse  of  sleep: 

That  done,  then  let  him,  dispossest  of  paine, 

Like  to  a  slumbring  Bride,  awake  againe. 


A  oft  Atusicfe 

The  mellow  touch  of  musick  most  doth  wound 
The  soule,  when  it  doth  rather  sigh,  then  sound. 
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To  live  merrily,  and  to  trust  to  Oood  Verses 

Now  is  the  time  for  mirth , 

Nor  cheek,  or  tongue  he  dumbe: 

For  with  the  flowrie  earth, 

The  golden  pomp  is  come. 

The  golden  Pomp  is  come ; 

For  now  each  tree  do ’s  weare 
(Made  of  her  Pap  and  Cum) 

Rich  heads  of  Amber  here. 


Now  raignes  the  Rose,  and  now 
TWA  rahian  Dew  besmears 
My  uncontrolled  hrow, 

And  my  retorted  haires. 

dffomer,  this  Ffealth  to  thee, 

In  Sack  of  such  a  kind, 

That  it  wo  ’d make  thee  see, 

Though  thou  wert  ne  r  so  blind. 

Then  this  immensive  cup 
Cf  Aroma  tike  wine, 

Catullus,  I  quaff e  up 

To  that  Terce  Muse  of  thine. 


Wild  I  am  now  with  heat; 

O  Bacchus!  coole  thy  Raies! 
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Or  f ran  tick  I shall  eate 

Thy  Thyrse/  a  nd  bite  the  Bayes. 

Round,  round,  the  roof  do ’s  run; 

And being  ravish t  thus/ 

Come,  I  will  drink  a  Tun 
To  my  Propertius. 

Trust  to  good  Verses  then; 

They  onely  will  aspire, 

When  Pyramids,  as  men , 

Are  lost,  i’th  ’ funeral l  fre. 

And  when  all  Bodies  meet 
In  Tethe  to  Le  drown  ’d; 

Then  onely  Numbers  sweet, 

With  endless  life  are  crown  d. 


To  Sir  dlipse by  Crew 

Cive  me  wine,  and  give  me  meate, 
To  create  in  me  a  heate, 

That  my  pulses  high  may  heate. 

Cold  and  hunger  never  yet 
Co  ’d  a  noble  Verse  beget; 

But  your  Boules  with  Sack  repleat. 
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Give  me  these  (my  Tnight)  and  try 
In  a  Minutes  space  how  I 
Can  runne  macl,  and  Prophesie. 

Then  if  any  Peece  proves  new/ 
find  rare/  lie  say  (my  dearest  Crew) 
It  was  full  enspir  ’ d  hy  you. 


Cyfn  Ode  for  Ben.  Jo  hnson 

cydh  Ben! 

Say  how/  or  when 
Shall  we  thy  Guests 
Meet  at  those  Tyrick  TeastS/ 

Made  at  the  Sun/ 

The  Fog/  the  Triple  Tunnel 
Where  we  such  clusters  had/ 

As  made  us  nobly  wild/  not  mad; 

And  yet  each  Verse  of  thine 
Out=did the  meate/  out=did the  frolick  wine. 

cf\4y  Ben/ 

Or  come  agen: 

Or  send  to  US/ 

Thy  wits  great  overplus; 

But  teach  us  yet 
Wisely  to  husband  it; 


Lest  we  that  Tallent  spend: 

And  having  once  brought  to  an  end 
That  precious  stock ;  the  store 
0/  such  a  wit  the  world s  ho  d have  no  more. 

The  had  season  makes  the  Poet  sad 

'Dull  to  my  selfe/  and  almost  dead  to  these 
My  many  fresh  and  fragrant  Mistresses: 

Lost  to  all  Musick  now ;  since  every  thing 
Puts  on  the  semblance  here  of  sorrowing. 

Sick  is  the  Land  to  ’ th  ’  heart;  and  doth  endure 
Adore  dangerous  bain  tings  by  her  desp  ’rate  cure. 
But  if  that  golden  Age  wo  ’d  come  again/ 

And  Charles  here  Rule ,  as  he  before  did Raign; 
If  smooth  and  unperplext  tile  Seasons  were/ 

As  when  the  Sweet  Maria  lived  here: 

I sho  ’ d delight  to  have  my  Curies  halfe  drown  ’d 
In  Tyrian  DeweS/  and  Head  with  Roses  crown  ’ d. 
And  once  more  yet  (ere  lam  laid  out  dead) 
Knock  at  a  Star  re  with  my  exalted  Head. 

To  his  peculiar  friend  Master  Thomas 
Shapcott/  Lawyer 

I’ve  paid  Thee/  what  I  promis’d;  that  s  not  All/ 
Besides  I  give  Thee  here  a  Verse  that  shall 


(When  hence  thy  Circum=morta 11=  part  is  gon ) 
Archdihe  hold  up  Thy  Name ’s  Inscription. 

Brave  men  can  t  die ;  whose  Candid  Actions  are 
Writ  in  the  Poets  Fndlesse-Ha lendar: 

Whose  velome/  and  whose  volumne  is  the  Side > 
And  the  pure  Starres  the  praising  Poetrie. 

Farewell. 


Onely  a  little  more 
I  have  to  write/ 

Then  He  give  o  re > 

And  hid  the  world  Cood=night. 

Tis  hut  a  flying  minute/ 

That  I  must  stay/ 

Or  linger  in  it; 

And  then  I  must  away. 

O  Time  that  cut  st  down  all! 
And  scarce  leav  ’st  here 
Aiemoriall 

0/  any  men  that  were. 

Mow  many  lye  forgot 
In  Vaults  beneath  ? 

And piece=meale  rot 
Without  a  fame  in  death? 


Behold  this  living  stone/ 

I rcare  for  me/ 

A/e  r  to  he  thrown 
Downe/  envious  Time  hy  thee. 

Pillars  let  some  set  upy 
(if  so  they  please ) 

Here  is  my  hope/ 

And  my  Pyramides. 
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COME,  SONS  OF  SUMMER 


Corinna  s  301113  a  Aiaying 

(jet  up,  get  up  for  shame,  the  Blooming  Morne 
LIpon  her  wings  presents  the  god  unshorne. 

See  how  Aurora,  throwes  her  faire 
Fresh* quilted  colours  through  the  aire: 

Get  up/  sweet*  Slug=a=bed,  and  see 
The  Dew=bespangling  Herhe  and  Tree. 

Tadi  Tlower  has  wept,  and  bow’d  toward  the  East, 
Above  an  houre  since ;  yet  you  not  drest, 

A lay!  not  so  much  as  out  of  bed? 

When  all  the  Birds  have  Alattens  seyd. 

And  sung  their  thank  full  Hy nines:  ’ tis  sin , 

Nay,  profanation  to  keep  in. 

When  as  a  thousand  Virgins  on  this  day, 

Spring,  sooner  then  the  Lark,  to  fetch  in  Aiay. 

Rise ;  and  put  on  your  Toliage,  and  be  seene 
To  come  forth,  like  the  Ap  ring*  time,  fresh  and greene; 
And  sweet  as  Flora.  Take  no  care 
Tor  Jewels  for  your  Gowne,  or  Ida  ire: 

Teare  not ;  the  leaves  will  strew 
Gemms  in  abundance  upon  you: 

Besides,  the  childhood  of  the  Day  has  kept, 

Against  you  come,  some  Grient  Pearls  unwept: 

Gome,  and  receive  them  while  the  light 
Liangs  on  the  Dew  docks  of  the  night: 


And  Titan  on  the  Eastern  hill 
Retires  himselfe ,  or  else  stands  still 
Till  you  come  forth.  Was/*,  dresse,  he  hriefe  in  praying: 
Few  Beads  are  best,  when  once  we  goe  a  A  faying. 

Come >  my  Corinna/  come ;  and  comming,  marke 
How  each  Reid  turns  a  street;  each  street  a  Parke 
A 'fade  green \,  and  trimm  ’d  with  trees:  see  how 
Devotion  gives  each  House  a  Bough , 

Or  Branch:  Each  Porch /  each  doore/  ere  this, 

An  Arke  a  Tabernacle  is 
A  fade  up  of  whitethorn  neatly  enterwove; 

As  if  here  were  those  cooler  shades  of  love. 

Can  such  delights  be  in  the  street, 

And  open  Reids,  and  we  not  see ’t  ? 

Come,  we  ’ll  abroad;  and  let ’s  obay 
The  Proclamation  made  for  Afay: 

And  sin  no  more,  as  we  have  done,  by  staying; 

But  my  Corinna,  come,  let  ’ s  goe  a  Afaying. 

There ’s  not  a  budding  Boy,  or  Cirle,  this  day, 

But  is  got  up,  and  gone  to  bring  in  Afay. 

A  deale  of  y outh ,  ere  this,  is  come 
Back,  and  with  White=thorn  laden  home. 

Some  have  dispatcht  their  Cakes  and  Creame, 
Before  that  we  have  left  to  dreame : 

And  some  have  wept,  and  woo  ’  d,  and  plighted  Troth, 
And  chose  their  Priest,  ere  we  can  cast  off  sloth: 
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Aiany  a  green=gown  has  Seen  given; 

Many  a  Jcisse/  both  odde  ancf  even : 

Many  a  glance  too  has  heen  sent 
From  out  the  eyey  Loves  Firmament: 

Alany  a  jest  told  of  the  Feyes  betraying 

This  night/  and  Lochs  pickt yet  w  ’are  not  a  Ataying. 

Come ,  let  us  goe ,  while  we  are  in  our  prime ; 

And  take  the  harmlesse  follie  of  the  time. 

We  shall  grow  old  apace/  and  die 
Before  we  know  our  liberty. 

Cur  life  is  short ;  and  our  dayes  run 
As  fast  away  as  do  ’s  the  Sunne: 

And  as  a  vapour/  or  a  drop  of  raine 
Cnee  lost/  can  ne’r  be  found againe: 

So  when  or  you  or  I  are  made 
A  fable/  song/  or  fleeting  shade ; 

All  love/  all  liking/  all  delight 

Lies  drown  ’d  with  us  in  endlesse  night. 

Then  while  time  serves and  we  are  but  decaying; 
Come /  my  Corinna y  come/  let  ’ s  goe  a  Aiaying. 

To  A4eddowes 

have  been  fresh  and  green , 

Ye  have  been  fll  d  with  flowers: 

And  ye  the  Walks  have  been 

Where  Afaids  have  spent  their  lioures. 
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You  have  belief  how  they 
With  Wicker  Arks  did  come 

To  kisse/  and  bear  a  way 
The  richer  Couslips  home. 

Y  ’  ove  heard  them  sweetly  sin gx 
And  seen  them  in  a  Round: 

Each  Virgin/  like  a  Spring/ 

With  Ifony =succles  crown  d. 

JSut  now/  we  see ,  none  here/ 
Whose  silv’rie  feet  did  tread/ 

And  with  dishevelT d  IT air e/ 
Adorn  ’d  this  smoother  Alead. 

'Tike  LInthriftS/  having  spent , 
Your  stock/  and  needy  grown/ 

Y’ ore  left  here  to  lament 
Y°nr  poore  estates /  alone. 


T  o  Cj roves 

Y^e  silent  shades/  whose  each  tree  here 
Some  Relip  ue  of  a  Saint  doth  weare: 

Who  for  some  sweethearts  sake/  did  prove 
The  fre/  and  martyrdome  of  love. 
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Here  is  the  Legend  of  those  Saints 
That  di  d lor  love ;  and  their  complaints : 
Their  wounded  hearts ;  and  names  we  find 
Encarv  ’d  upon  the  Leaves  and  Rind. 

Give  way /  give  way  to  me/  who  come 
Scorch  t  with  the  selle=same  martyrdome : 
And  have  deserv  ’d as  much  ( Love  knowesj 
As  to  he  canoniz  ’ d  ’mongst  those, 

Whose  deeds,  and  deaths  here  written  are 
Within  your  Greenie=Kalendar : 

By  all  those  Virgins  Fillets  hung 
Upon  your  Boughs,  and  Requiems  sung 
Tor  Saints  and  Soules  departed  hence, 

( Here  honour’ d still  with  I  rankincense) 

By  all  those  teares  that  have  been  shed, 

As  a  Drin k = offering,  to  the  dead: 

By  all  those  I rue=love=knots,  that  he 
With  A  lotto '  s  carv  W  on  every  tree 
By  sweet  S.  Phillis ;  pitie  me: 

By  deare  S.  Iphis;  and  the  rest, 

Gf  all  those  other  Saints  now  blest; 

Me,  me,  forsaken,  here  admit 
Among  your  Mir  ties  to  he  writ: 

That  my  poore  name  may  have  the  glory 
To  live  rememhred  in  your  story. 
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cyfn  Eclogue,  or  Pastor all  between  Endimion 
Porter  and  Eycidas  Herrick set  and  sung 

Endym.  cy Eh  l  Eycidas,  come  tell  me  why 
Thy  whilome  merry  (date 
By  thee  doth  so  neglected  lye ; 

And  never  purls  a  ISlote  ? 

1  prithee  speake:  Eye.  I  will.  End.  Say  on: 
Eye.  ’Tis  thou ,  and  only  thou, 

That  art  the  cause  Endimion; 

End.  For  Eoves=sahe,  tell  me  how. 

Eye.  In  this  regard,  that  thou  do  st play 
Upon  an  other  Plain: 

And  for  a  Rural l  Roundelay, 

Strik  ’st  now  a  Courtly  strain. 

Thou  leav  ’st  our  Hills,  our  Dales,  our  Bowers, 
Our  liner  fleeced  sheep : 

E Unhind  to  us )  to  spend  thine  homes, 

Where  Shepheards  sho  ’d not  keep. 

I meane  the  Court:  Ee.t  Eatmos  he 

Afy  lov  ’d  Endymions  Court; 

End.  But  I  the  Courtly  State  wo’ d see: 

Eye.  Then  see  it  in  report. 


What  ha ’s  the  Court  to  Jo  with  Swaines ', 
Where  Phillis  is  not  known  ? 

A/or  Jo ’s  it  minJ  the  Rustick  straines 
Of  us/  or  CoriJon. 


EnJ. 


Mkreake,  if  thou  lov’st  us,  this  Jclay ; 

Dear  LyciJas/  e  ’re  long, 

I  vow  hy  Pan \,  to  come  away 

f{nJ  Pipe  unto  thy  Song. 


.  Then  3essimine/  with  Florabell ' ; 

AnJ  Jainty  Amarillis ', 

With  hanJsome=hanJeJ  Drosomell 

Shall pranke  thy  Hooke  with  Lillies. 

Lyc.  Then  Tityrus/  anJ  CoriJon, 

AnJ  Thyrsis,  they  shall  follow 
With  all  the  rest ;  while  thou  alone 

Shalt  leaJ/  like  youn$  Apollo. 

cjfnJ  till  thou  com  ’ st,  thy  LyciJas/ 

In  every  Geniall  Cup/ 

Shall  write  in  Spice ,  EnJimion  ’twas 
That  kept  his  Piping  up. 

offtiJ  my  most  luckie  Swain ,  when  I  shall  live  to  see 
EnJimions  Moon  to  III  up  full,  remember  me: 

Mean  time,  let  LyciJas  have  leave  to  Pipe  to  thee. 


off  Song  to  the  AiasJeers 


Come  downy  and  dance  ye  in  the  toyle 
Of  pleasures/  to  a  Ideate y 

But  if  to  moisture,  Let  the  oyle 
Of  Roses  he  your  sweat. 

A Jot  only  to  your  selves  assume 
These  sweets /  hut  let  them  fly ; 

From  this/  to  that ,  and  so  Perfume 
F’ne  all  the  standers  hy. 

Ofds  Coddesse  Isis  (when  she  went/ 

Or  glided  through  the  street) 

A'lade  all  that  touch ’t  her  with  her  scent / 
And  whom  she  touch  ’ t/  turne  sweet. 


Off  New =y  cares  gift  sent  to  Sir 
Simeon  Steward 

No  newes  of  Navies  burnt  at  Seas y 
No  noise  of  late  spawn  d  Titty ries : 

No  closset  plot/  or  open  vent/ 

That  frights  men  with  a  Parliament: 

No  new  devise ,  or  late  found  trick , 

To  read  hy  th  ’  Starres >  the  Kingdoms  sick: 
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No  ginne  to  catch  the  Sta fe/  or  wring 
The  freedom  Nosthrills  of  the  If  mg, 

We  send  to  you;  hut  here  a  jolly 

Verse  crown  ’d  with  YVQ  and  with  Holly: 

That  tels  of  Winters  Tales  and  Afirth, 

That  ATilk=maids  make  about  the  hearth, 

Of  Christmas  sports,  the  Wasselldoule, 

That  tost  up,  after  Fox=i  th’hole: 

Of  Blind=man=huffe,  and  of  th  e  care 
That  young  men  have  to  shooe  the  Afare: 

Of  Twelf=tide  Cakes,  of  Pease,  and  Beanes 
Wherewith  ye  make  those  merry  Sceanes, 

W den  as  ye  chuse  your  King  and  Queen, 
And  cry  out,  Hey,  for  our  town  green. 

Of  Ashdieapes,  in  the  which  ye  use 
Husbands  and  Wives  by  streakes  to  chuse: 
Of  crackling  Taurell,  which  fore=sounds, 

A  Plentious  harvest  to  your  grounds: 

Of  these,  and  such  like  things,  for  shift, 

We  send  in  stead  of  f\lew=yeares  gift 
Read  then,  and  when  your  faces  shine 
With  bucks  ome  meat  and  capring  Wine: 
Remember  us  in  Cups  full  crown  d, 

And  let  our  Citie= health  go  round, 

Quite  through  the  young  maids  and  the  men, 
To  the  ninth  number,  if  not  tennc; 


Untill  the  hired  Chestnuts  leape 
For  joy,  to  see  the  fruits  ye  reape, 

From  the  plumpe  Challice,  and  the  Cup, 
That  tempts  till  it  he  tossed  up: 

Then  as  ye  sit  about  your  embers , 

Call  not  to  mind  those  fled  Decembers ; 

But  think  on  these,  that  are  t  appeare, 

As  Daughters  to  the  instant  yeare: 

Sit  crown  ’d  with  Rose=buds,  and  carouse, 

Till  Fiber  Pater  twirles  the  house 

About  your  eares;  and  lay  upon 

The  yeare  (your  cares)  that  ’ s  fled  and  gon. 

And  let  the  russet  Swaines  the  Plough 

And  Harrow  hang  up  resting  now; 

And  to  the  Bag-pipe  all  addresse; 

Till  sleep  takes  place  of  wearinesse. 

And  thus,  throughout,  with  Christmas  playes 
Frolick  the  full  twelve  Holy=dayes. 


(His  Grange,  or  private  wealth 

Though  Clock, 

To  tell  how  night  drawes  hence,  l  ve  none, 

A  Cock, 

/  have,  to  sing  how  day  drawes  on. 
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/  have 

A  maid  (my  PrewJ  by  good  luck  sent > 

To  save 

Tha t  little/  fates  me  gave  or  lent. 

A  Hen 

I  keep '/  which  c reeking  day  by  dayy 

Tells  when 

She  goes  her  long  white  egg  to  lay. 

A  Goose 

/  have/  which/  with  a  jealous  earey 

Lets  loose 

Her  tongue ,  to  tell  what  danger  ’s  neare. 

A  Lamb 

I  keep  (tame )  with  my  morsells  fed/ 

Whose  Dam 
An  Grph  an  left  him  (lately  dead. ) 

A  Cat 

I  keep/  that  playes  about  my  House/ 

Grown  fat/ 

With  eating  many  a  miching  Afouse. 

To  these 

A  Trasy  *  I  do  keep/  whereby 

0 

I  please 

The  more  my  rural l privacie: 

*  His  Spaniel 


Which  are 

But  toyes,  to  give  my  heart  some  ease: 

Where  care 

None  is/  slight  things  do  lightly  please. 


The  WaJce 

Come  /fnthea  let  us  two 
Go  to  Feast,  as  others  do. 

Tarts  and  Custards >  Creams  and  Cah 
Are  the  Junketts  still  at  Wakes: 

Unto  which  the  Tribes  resort, 

Where  the  husinesse  is  the  sport: 

A  forris=dancers  thou  shalt  see, 

Afarian  too  in  Pagentrie: 

And  a  ATimick  to  devise 
A  fany  grinning  properties. 

Players  there  will  he,  and  those 
Base  in  action  as  in  clothes: 
jet  with  strutting  they  will  please 
The  incurious  Villages. 

Neer  the  dying  of  the  day, 

There  will  he  a  Cudgel f  Play, 

Where  a  Coxcomb  will  he  broke, 

Ere  a  good  word  can  he  spoke : 


But  the  anger  ends  all  here/ 

Drencht  in  Ah/  or  drown  ’d  in  Beere. 
Happy  R  us  ticks,  best  content 
With  the  cheapest  Merriment: 

And possesse  no  other  feare/ 

Then  to  want  the  Wake  next  Tea  re. 

The  Ceremonies  for  Ca  n  diem  ass  e  day 

Kindle  the  Christmas  Brand/  and  then 
Till  Sunne=set,  let  it  burne ; 

Which  quencht,  then  lay  it  up  agen, 

Till  Christmas  next  returne. 

Part  must  he  kept  wherewith  to  teend 
The  Christmas  fog  next  yeare; 
And  where  ’tis  safely  kept,  the  Fiend, 
Can  do  no  mischiefe  (there.) 


Ceremonies  lor  Christ  masse 

Come,  bring  with  a  noise, 
My  merrie  merrie  boyes, 

The  Christmas  Log  to  the  firing; 
While  my  good  Dame,  she 
Bids  ye  all  be  free; 

And  drink  to  your  hearts  desiring. 
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'With  the  last  yeeres  brand 
Light  the  new  block ,  And 
For  good successe  in  his  spending/ 
On  your  Psaltries  play/ 

That  sweet  luck,  may 
Come  while  the  Log  is  a  teending. 

Or  ink  now  the  strong  Beere/ 
Cut  the  white  loafe  here •, 

The  while  the  meat  is  a  shredding; 
For  the  rare  Afince=Pie 
And  the  Flums  stand  by 
To  fill  the  Paste  that  s  a  kneading. 


cylnother 

Wassaile  the  Trees/  that  they  may  beare 
you  many  a  Plum ,  and  many  a  Peare: 
For  more  or  lesse  fruits  they  will  bring ; 
As  you  doe  give  the  Wassailing. 


The  Wassaile 

yive  way /  give  way  ye  Cates/  and  win 
An  easie  blessing  to  your  Bin , 

And  Basket;  by  our  entring  in. 


cgXlay  both  with  man  chet  stand replcat ; 

Your  hoarders  too  so  hung  with  meat ■, 

That  though  a  thousand/  thousand  eat ; 

74  ere  twelve  Aloones  shall  whirl  about 
Their  silv  rie  Spheres/  ther  ’ s  none  may  doubt 
But  more  ’s  sent  in f  then  was  serv  ’d  out. 

Next/  may  your  Dairies  Prosper  SO/ 

As  that  your  pans  no  Ebbe  may  know; 

But  if  they  do/  the  more  to  flow. 

pike  to  a  solemne  sober  Stream 
BanJct  all  with  Tillies /  and  the  Cream 
Of  sweetest  Cow=slips  filing  Them. 

Then/  may  your  Plants  be  prest  with  Fruit/ 

Nor  Bee/  or  Hi  ve  you  have  be  mute ; 

But  sweetly  sounding  like  a  Tute. 

Next  may  your  Duck  and  teeming  Hen 
Both  to  the  Cocks=tread say  Amen; 

And  lor  their  two  egs  render  ten. 

'Past/  may  your  Harrows >  Shares  and  Ploughes -f 
Your  Stacks >  your  Stocks >  your  sweetest  AfoweS/ 
AH  prosper  by  youiNirgin=v  owes. 

cydlasl  we  blesse/  but  see  none  here/ 

That  brings  us  either  AT  or  Beere; 

In  a  dr ie= house  all  things  are  neere. 
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F et  s  leave  a  longer  time  to  wait/ 

Where  Rust  and  Cobwebs  bind  the  gate ; 
And  all  live  here  with  needy  Fate. 

Where  Chimneys  do  for  ever  weepe/ 

For  want  of  warmtf  and  Stomachs  keepc/ 
With  noise/  the  servants  eyes  from  sleep. 

It  is  in  vain  to  sing,  or  stay 

Our  free=feet  here y  but  we  ’l away: 

yit  to  the  Lares  this  we’ l say/ 

Fhe  time  will  come/  when  you  7  be  sad/ 
And  rechon  this  for  fortune  bad/ 

T  ave  lost  the  good ye  might  have  had. 


Ceremonies  for  Candlt 


emasse  Eve 


down  with  the  Rosemary  and  Bayes/ 
Down  with  the  Alisleto y 
In  stead  of  Holly/  now  up = raise 

The  greener  Box  ( for  show.) 

Fhe  dolly  hitherto  did  sway y 

Let  Box  now  domineere y 
Untill  the  dancing  Faster = day / 

Or  Tasters  Eve  appear e. 


Then  youthfull  Box  which  now  hath  g race. 

Your  houses  to  renew; 

Crown  old,  surrender  must  his  place / 

Unto  the  crisped  Yew- 

When  Yew  1S  °ut/  then  Birch  comes  in/ 

And  many  Flowers  heside; 

Both  of  a  fresh r  and  fragrant  kinne 
To  honour  Whitsontide. 

(yreen  Rushes  then ■,  and  sweetest  Bents/ 

With  cooler  Oken  houghs; 

Come  in  for  comely  ornaments 
To  re=adorn  the  house. 

Thus  times  do  shift;  each  thing  his  turne  do ’s  hold; 

New  things  succeed/  as  former  things  grow  old. 


Farewell  /  rost/  or  welcome  the  Spring 

Fled  are  the  Frostsy  and  now  the  Fields  appeare 
Re=cloth  ’  d  in  fres  h  and  verdant  Diaper. 

Thaw’d  are  the  snoweS/  and  now  the  lusty  Spring 
Gives  to  each  Mead  a  neat  enameling. 

The  Palms  put  forth  their  Cemmes/  and  every  free 
Now  swaggers  in  her  Leavy  gallantry. 


The  I  loch  =  Cart,  or  1  harvest  Home : 

To  the  Right  Honourable,  ATildmay, 
Tarle  ol  Westmorland 

C  ome  Sons  of  Summer,  by  whose  toile, 

We  are  the  Chords  of  Wine  and  Oz'/e: 

By  whose  tough  labours,  and  rough  hands, 
We  rip  up  first,  then  reap  our  lands. 

Crown  ’  d  with  the  eares  of  come ,  now  come, 
And,  to  the  Pipe,  sing  Harvest  home. 

Come  forth,  my  Chord,  and  see  the  Cart 
Drest  up  with  all  the  Coimtry  Art. 

See,  here  a  Alaukin,  there  a  sheet, 

As  spotlesse  pure,  as  it  is  sweet: 

The  Horses,  A  lares,  and  frisking  Fillies, 
(Clad,  all,  in  fjnnen,  white  as  Tillies.) 

The  Harvest  Swaines,  and  Wrenches  bound 
/  or  joy,  to  see  the  Hock=cart  crown  ’  d. 

About  the  Cart,  heare,  how  the  Rout 
Of  Rur all  Toung lings  raise  the  shout; 
Pressing  before,  some  coming  after, 

Those  with  a  shout,  and  these  with  laughter. 
Some  blesse  the  Cart;  some  kisse  the  sheaves; 
Some  prank  them  up  with  Oaken  leaves: 
Some  crosse  the  FilUhorse;  some  with  great 
Devotion,  stroak  the  home=borne  wheat: 
While  other  Rusticks,  lesse  attent 


To  Prayers,  then  to  Merryment , 

Run  after  with  their  breeches  rent. 

Well,  on,  brave  boyes,  to  your  fords  Tlearth, 
Clift  ring  with  fire;  where,  for  your  mirth, 

Ye  shall  see  frst  the  large  and cheefe 
Foundation  of  your  Feast,  Fat  Beefe: 

With  Upp  er  Stories,  Mutton,  Vea/e 
And  Bacon,  ( which  males  full  the  meale ) 

With  sev  ’rail dishes  standing  by, 

As  here  a  Custard,  there  a  Pie, 

And  here  all  tempting  Frumentie. 

And  for  to  make  the  merry  cheere, 

If  smirking  Wine  be  wanting  here, 

There  s  that,  which  drowns  all  care,  stout  Beere; 
Which  freely  drink  to  your  fords  health, 

Then  to  the  Plough,  (the  Common=wealth ) 

Next  to  your  Flailes,  your  Fanes,  your  I  atts; 
Then  to  the  Maids  with  Wheaten  Mats: 

To  the  rough  Sickle,  and  crookt  Sythe, 

Drink  f rollick  boyes,  till  all  be  blythe. 

Feed,  and  grow  fat;  and  as  ye  eat. 

Be  mindfull,  that  the  lab’ ring  Neat 
(As  you )  may  have  their  fill  of  meat 
And  know,  besides,  ye  must  revoke 
The  patient  Oxe  unto  theY°ke, 

And  all goe  back  unto  the  Plough 
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And  Harrow/  (though  they’r  hong  d  up  now.) 
And,  you  must  know >  your  Lords  word ’s  true/ 
Feed  him  ye  must,  whose  food  fils  you. 

And  that  this  pleasure  is  like  raine/ 

1 Slot  sent  ye  for  to  drowne  your  paine/ 

But  lor  to  make  it  spring  againe. 


Kwelfe  nigh^  or  King  and  Clueene 

ISloW/  now  the  mirth  comes 
With  the  cake  full  of  plums / 

Where  Beane  ’ s  the  King  of  the  sport  here; 
Beside  we  must  know/ 

The  Pea  also 

Adust  rev  ell/  as  Clueene in  the  Court  here. 

^Begin  then  to  chuse/ 

( This  night  as  ye  use ) 

Who  shall  lor  the  present  delight  here > 

Be  a  King  hy  the  lot/ 

And  who  shall  not 

Be  Twelfe=day  Q  ueene  for  the  night  here. 

Which  knowne/  let  us  make 
Joy=sops  with  the  cake; 

And  let  not  a  man  then  he  seen  here / 
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Who  unurg  ’  d  will  not  drinke 
To  the  base  from  the  brink 
A  health  to  the  Ting  and  the  Gueene  here. 

Next  crowne  the  howle  full 
With  gentle  lambs =wooll; 

Adde  sugar,  nutmeg  and ginger, 

With  store  of  ale  too; 

And  thus  ye  must  doe 
To  make  the  wassaile  a  swinger. 

yive  then  to  the  King 
And  Gueene  wassailing; 

And  though  with  ale  ye  be  whet  here; 

Yet  part  ye  from  hence/ 

As  free  from  offence/ 

As  when  ye  innocent  met  here. 

Tfap pin  esse  to  hospitality  or  a  hearty 
wish  to  good  housekeeping 

First/  may  the  hand  of  bounty  bring 
Into  the  daily  offering 
Gf  full  provision;  such  a  store \, 

Till  that  the  Cooke  cries.  Bring  no  more. 
Upon  your  hogsheads  never  fall 
A  drought  of  wine,  ale,  beere  ( at  all) 
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But/  like  full  clouds ■,  may  they  from  thence 
Diffuse  their  mighty  influence. 

ISlex f,  let  the  ford/  and  fa  die  here 
Enjoy  a  Christning  yeare  by  yeare ; 

And  this  good  blessing  bach  them  still \ 
T’ave  Boyes/  and  Gyrles  too/  as  they  will 
Then  from  the  porch  may  many  a  Bride 
Unto  the  Holy  Temple  ride: 

And  thence  return f  ( short  prayers  seyd ) 

A  wife  most  richly  married. 

fast,  may  the  Bride  and  Bridegroome  be 

Untoucht  by  cold  sterility; 

But  in  their  springing  blood  so  play/ 

As  that  in  fusters  few  they  may/ 

By  laughing  too y  and  lying  downe/ 

People  a  City  or  a  Towne. 


The  Invitation 

To  sup  with  thee  thou  didst  me  home  invite ; 
And  mad st  a  promise  that  mine  appetite 
Sho  ’d meet  and  tire /  on  such  lautitious  meat/ 
The  like  not  Heliogabalus  did  eat: 

And  richer  Wine  wo’dst  give  to  me  (thy  guest) 
Then  Roman  Sylla  powr’d out  at  his  feast. 
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I  came;  ( tis  true )  and  lookt  for  Fowle  of  price \, 

The  bastard  Phenix;  bird  of  Paradice; 

And  for  no  less  then  Aromatick  Wine 
Of  A'ta ydensd lush,  commixt  with  Jessimine. 

Cleane  was  the  herth ,  the  mantle  larded jet; 

Which  wanting  Tar ’,  and smohe/  hung  weeping  wet; 
At  last,  i  th  ’  noone  of  winter /  did  appear e 
A  ragd=soust=neats=foot  with  sick  vineger: 

And  in  a  burnisht  Flagonet  stood  by 
Beere  small  as  Comfort >  dead  as  Charity. 

At  which  amaz  ’d,  and  pondring  on  the  food/ 

How  cold  it  was/  and  how  it  child  my  blood; 

I  curst  the  master;  and  I  damn  d  the  souce; 

And  swore  Fde  got  the  ague  of  the  house. 

Well,  when  to  eat  thou  dost  me  next  desire, 

I  le  bring  a  Fever;  since  thou  keep  st  no  fre. 


To  his  peculiar  friend  AT.  (Jo:  WicJcs 

Since  shed  or  Cottage  I  have  none, 

I  sing  the  more,  that  thou  hast  one; 

To  whose  glad  threshold,  and  free  door 
I  may  a  Poet  come,  though  poor ; 

And  eat  with  thee  a  savory  bit, 

Paying  but  common  thanks  for  it. 
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y«  sho  ’d  1  chance,  (my  WichsJ  to  see 
An  over=leven= looks  in  thee, 

To  soure  the  Bread,  and  turn  the  Beer 
I o  an  exalted  vineger  ; 

Or  sho  dst  thou  prize  me  as  a  Dish 
Of  thrice = l  oyl’d=  worts,  or  third  dayes  fish 
I’de  rather  hungry  go  and  come/ 

Then  to  thy  house  he  Burdensome ; 
y*  in  my  depth  of grief,  T de  he 
One  that  sho  d drop  his  Beads  for  thee. 


On  himselfe 

/  feare  no  Earthly  Powers ; 

But  care  for  crowns  of  flowers : 
And  love  to  have  my  Beard 
With  Wine  and  Oile  besmear  ’d 
This  day  lie  drowne  all  sorrow; 
Who  knowes  to  live  to  morrow  f 


The  C older s  Catch 

Come  sit  we  hy  the  fires  side; 

And  roundly  drinlce  we  here; 

Till  that  we  see  our  cheehes  Ale=dy  d 
And  noses  tann  ’d  with  Beere. 


(2>/fnacrcontick  Vt 
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Ml  risk  methinks  I  a  m,  and  fne \, 
When  I drinke  my  capring  wine: 
Then  to  love  I  do  enclinc; 

When  I  drinke  my  wanton  wine: 
And  I  wish  all  maidens  mine/ 
When  I  drinke  my  sprightly  wine: 
Well  I  sup y  and  well  I  dine ', 

When  I  drinke  my  frolick  wine : 
But  I  languish,  low  re,  and  Pine, 
When  I  want  my  fragrant  wine. 


JTis  fare=well  to  Sack 

Farewell  thou  Thing,  time=past  so  knowne,  so  deare 
To  me,  as  blood  to  life  and  spirit:  Flea  re, 

Nay,  thou  more  neare  then  kindred,  friend,  man,  wife, 
Male  to  the  female,  soule  to  body:  Life 
To  quick  action,  or  the  war  me  soft  side 
Ofthe  resigning,  yet  resisting  Bride. 

The  kisse  of  Virgins;  Firsts  fruits  of  the  bed; 

Soft  speech,  smooth  touch,  the  lips,  the  A  la  i den  die  a  d: 
These,  and  a  thousand  sweets,  co  ’d  never  be 
So  neare,  or  deare,  as  thou  wast  once  to  me. 

O  thou  the  drink  ol  Gods,  and  Angels !  Wine 
That  scatter st  Spirit  and  Lust;  whose  purest  shine, 
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Afore  radiant  then  the  Summers  Sun  =heams  shows ; 
Each  way  illustrious ,  brave;  and  like  to  those 
Comets  we  see  by  night;  whose  shagg’d portents 
Fore=tell  the  comming  of  some  dire  events: 

(Dr  some  full  flame/  which  with  a  pride  aspires , 
Throwing  about  his  wild/  and  active  fres. 

’Tis  thou ,  above  Nectar 0  Divinest  soulel 
(Eternall in  thy  self J  that  canst  controule 
That/  which  subverts  whole  nature ■,  grief  and  care; 
\lexation  of  the  mind/  and  damn  d  Despair  e. 

1  Tis  thou/  alone/  who  with  thy  Aiistick  Fan , 

Work  ’st  more  then  Wisdome Art/  or  Nature  can/ 
To  rouze  the  sacred  madnesse;  and  awake 
The  frosts  bounds  blood/  and  spirits ;  and  to  make 
Them  frantick  with  thy  raptures /  flashing  through 
The  soule/  like  lightning ,  and  as  active  too. 

’  Tis  not  Apollo  can/  or  those  thrice  three 
Castalian  Sisters ■,  sing y  if  wanting  thee. 

Horace >  Anacreon  both  had  lost  their  fame/ 

Hadst  thou  not  fil’d  them  with  thy  fre  and  flame. 
Phcebean  splendour!  and  thou  Thespian  spring! 

Of  which/  sweet  Swans  must  drink /  before  they  sing 
Their  true* pac’ d=  Numbers/  and  their  Holy*  Lay  eS/ 
Which  makes  them  worthy  Cedar >  and  the  Bayes. 
But  why ?  why  longer  doe  I  gaze  upon 
Thee  with  the  eye  of  admiration ? 


Since  I  must  leave  thee;  and  enforc  d,  must  say 
To  all  thy  witching  beauties/  Coe/  Away. 

Tut  if  thy  whimpring  looks  doe  ask  me  why  ? 

Then  know/  that  A lature  bids  thee  goe/  not  I. 

' Tis  her  erroneous  self  has  made  a  braine 

[Incapable  of  such  a  Soveraigne 

As  is  thy  powerful selfe.  Prethee  not  smile; 

Or  smile  more  inly;  lest  thy  looks  beguile 

My  vowes  denounc  din  zea le/  which  thus  much  show  thee/ 

That  I  have  sworn ,  but  by  thy  looks  to  know  thee. 

Let  others  drink  thee  freely;  and  desire 
Thee  and  their  lips  espous  d;  while  I  admire, 

And  love  thee;  but  not  taste  thee.  Let  my  Muse 
Faile  of  thy  former  helps;  and  onely  use 
Her  inadult  rate  strength:  what ’s  done  by  me 
Hereafter,  shall  smell  of  the  Lamp,  not  thee. 


The  Welcome  to  Sack 

So  soft  streams  meet,  so  springs  with  gladder  smiles 
Meet  after  long  divorcement  by  the  lies: 

When  Love  ( the  child  of  likenessej  urgeth  on 
Their  Christal natures  to  an  union. 

So  meet  stolne  kisses,  when  the  Moonie  nights 
Call  forth  ferce  Lovers  to  their  wisht  Delights: 
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So  Kings  8c  Queens  meet/  when  Desire  convinces 
AS  thoughts '/  hut  such  as  aime  at  getting  Princes/ 

As  l meet  thee.  Soule  ol  my  life/  and  fame! 

Eternall  Lamp  of  Love  !  whose  radiant  flame 
0 ut -glares  the  He av  ’ns  *  0siris;  and  thy  gleams 
Q  ut = shine  the  splendour  of  his  mid=day  Learns. 

Welcome/  0  welcome  my  illustrious  Spouse ; 

Welcome  as  are  the  ends  unto  my  Cowes: 

I !  far  more  welcome  then  the  happy  soile > 

The  Sea  =scourg  d  Alerchant/  after  all  his  toile •, 

Salutes  with  tears  of  joy ;  when  fires  hetray 
The  smoakie  chimneys  of  his  Ithaca. 

Where  hast  thou  Seen  so  long  from  my  embraces / 

Poore  pittyed  Exile )  J ell  me/  did  thy  Graces 
I  lie  discontented  hence/  and  for  a  time 
Did  rather  choose  to  blesse  another  clime ? 

0r  went  st  thou  to  this  end/  the  more  to  move  me/ 

By  thy  short  absence/  to  desire  and  love  thee  ? 

Why  frowns  my  Sweet?  Why  won  * t  my  Saint  confer 
Favours  on  me/  her  fierce  Idolater? 

Why  are  Those  Looks/  Those  Looks  the  which  have  been 
Time=past  so  fragrant/  sickly  now  drawn  in 
Like  a  dull  Twi- light?  Tell  me ;  and  the  lault 
lie  expiate  with  Sulphur/  I  lair  C/  and  Salt: 

Acid  with  the  Christa l  humour  ol  the  spring/ 

Purge  hence  the  guilt/  and  kill  this  quarrelling. 

*  The  Sun 
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Wo  t  thou  not  smile ,  or  tell  me  w hot  ’s  amisse  ? 
Have  I  Seen  cold  to  hug  thee/  too  remisse/ 

Too  temp  rate  in  embracing  ?  Tell me/  ha  ’s  desire 
To  thee=ward  dy  d  i  th  embers/  and  no  fire 
Left  in  this  rah  t=up  Ash=heap,  as  a  mark 
To  testifie  the  glowing  of  a  sparh ? 

Tfave  I divorc  t  thee  onely  to  combine 
In  hot  Adult  ry  with  another  Wine  ? 

True/  I  confesse  I  left  thee/  and  appeale 
Twas  done  by  me/  more  to  confrme  my  zeale, 
Arid  double  my  affection  on  thee;  as  doe  those/ 
Whose  love  growes  more  enflam  d/  by  being  Foes. 
But  to  forsake  thee  ever,  co ’d  there  be 
A  thought  of  such  like  possibilitie  S 
When  thou  thy  selfe  dar’st  say/  thy  lies  shall  lack 
Crapes/  before  fferrick  leaves  Canarie  Sack. 

Thou  maJc  st  me  ayrie \,  active  to  be  bony 
Like  Iphyclus/  upon  the  tops  of  Corn. 

Thou  mak  st  me  nimble ,  as  the  winged  howers/ 

To  dance  and  caper  on  the  heads  of  flowers, 

And  ride  the  Sun=beams.  Can  there  be  a  thing 
Linder  the  heavenly  *Isis,  that  can  bring 
Afore  love  unto  my  life,  or  can  present 
Aly  Genius  with  a  fuller  blandishment ! 

Illustrious  Idoll !  co  d  th  /Lgyptians  seek 
Help  fr  om  the  Garlick,  Gnyon,  and  the  Leek, 

*  The  Afoon. 


And pay  no  vowes  to  thee  ?  -who  wast  their  best 
God/  and lar  more  transcendent  then  the  rest  ? 

Mad  Cassius y  that  weak  Water-drinker/  known 
Thee  in  thy  Vine/  or  had  hut  tasted  one 
Small  Chalice  ol  thy  f ran  lick  liquor;  He 
As  the  wise  Cato  had  approv  d  of  thee. 

Had  not  *  doves  son/  that  hrave  Tyrinthian  Swain / 

( Invited  to  the  Theshian  banquet )  ta  ’ne 
Full  goblets  of  thy  gen  ’rous  blood;  his  spright 
Ne  ’r  had  kept  heat  lor  fifty  A" fa  ids  that  night. 

Come/  come  and  kisse  me;  Love  and  lust  commends 
Thee/  and  thy  beauties;  kisse/  we  will  be  friends/ 

Too  strong  for  Fate  to  break  us:  Look  upon 
Afe/  with  that  full  pride  of  complexion/ 

As  Gueenes /  meet  Gueenes;  or  come  thou  unto  me/ 
As  Cleopatra  came  to  Anthonie; 

When  her  high  carriage  did  at  once  present 
To  the  Triumvir/  Love  and  Wonderment 
Swell  up  my  nerves  with  spirit;  let  my  blood 
Run  through  my  veineS/  like  to  a  hasty  flood 
Fill  each  part  full  ol  fire/  active  to  doe 
What  thy  commanding  soule  shall  put  it  to. 

And  till  I  turne  Apostate  to  thy  love/ 

Whech  here  I  vow  to  serve /  doe  not  remove 
Thy  Fiers  from  me;  but  Apollo  ’s  curse 
Blast  these-like  actions/  or  a  thing  that  s  worse; 

*  Hercules. 
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When  these  Circumstants  shall  hut  live  to  see 
The  time  that  I  prevaricate  from  thee. 

Call  me  The  sonne  of  Beere \,  and  then  confine 
Ale  to  the  Tap,  the  Tost,  the  Turfe Tet  Wine 
Ne  ’r  shine  upon  me;  Aiay  my  A lumbers  all 
Run  to  a  sudden  Death ,  and  Funeral l. 

And  last,  -when  thee  ( deare  Spouse )  I  disavow, 
Ne  ' r  may  Prophetique  Daphne  crown  my  Brow. 
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THE  FAIRIES 


t 


Ifye  will  with  Alab  find grace. 

Set  each  Flatter  in  his  place: 

Rake  the  Fier  up ,  and  get 

Water  in ,  ere  Sun  be  set 

Wash  your  Pailes/  and  dense  your  Dairies; 

Sluts  are  loathsome  to  the  Fairies: 

Sweep  your  house:  Who  doth  not  soy 
Alab  will  pinch  her  by  the  toe. 


C y/  Char  me  for  S tables 

Cffang  up  Hooks/  and  Sheers  to  scare 
Hence  the  Hag,  that  rides  the  A'fare/ 
Till  they  be  all  over  wet, 

With  the  mire/  and  the  sweat: 

This  observ  >d/  the  Alanes  shall  be 
Of  your  horses/  all  knot=free. 


off  cJiarmey  or  an  allay  for  JLove 

If  so  be  a  Toad  be  laid 
In  a  Sheeps=skin  newly  Raid, 

And  that  ty  ’ d  to  man  ’twil sever 
Him  and  his  affections  ever. 


(D herons  t  east 


Thapcot!  To  thee  the  Fairy  State 
/  with  discretion  dedicate. 

Because  thou  prizest  things  that  are 
Curious and  un= familiar. 

Take  first  the  feast ;  these  dishes  gone ; 
Weed  see  the  Fairy =  Court  anon. 

A  little  mushroome  table  spred, 

Aft  er  short  prayers ■,  they  set  on  bread; 

A  Afoon=parcht  grain  of  purest  wheat, 
With  some  small g lit  ’ring  grift,  to  eate 
Mis  choyce  bitts  with ;  then  in  a  trice 
They  make  a  feast  less  great  then  nice. 

But  all  this  while  his  eye  is  serv  d, 

We  must  not  thinke  his  eare  was  sterv  d: 
But  that  there  was  in  place  to  stir 
His  Spleen,  the  chirring  Grasshopper ; 
The  merry  Cricket,  puling  Flie, 

The  piping  Gnat  for  minstralcy. 

And  now,  we  must  imagine  first, 

The  Elves  present  to  quench  his  thirst 
A  pure  seed=Pearle  of  Infant  dew, 
Brought  and  besweetned  in  a  blew 
And  pregnant  violet ;  which  done, 

His  kitling  eyes  begin  to  runne 
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Quite  through  the  table ,  where  he  spies 
The  homes  of  paperie  Butterflies, 

O/  which  he  eates,  and  tastes  a  little 
Of  that  we  call  the  Cuckoes  spittle. 

A  little  Fuz=ball=  pudding  stands 
By,  yet  not  blessed  hy  his  hands, 

That  was  too  coorse;  but  then  forthwith 
He  ventures  boldly  on  the  pith 
Qfsugred Rush,  and eates  the  sagge 
And  well  bestrutted Bees  sweet  bagge: 
Cladding  his  pa  Hat  with  some  store 
Qf  Emits  eggs;  what  wo  ’d  he  more  ? 

But  Beards  of  Aiice,  a  Newt  s  stew  ’d  thigh, 
A  bloated  Earewig,  and  a  Flie; 

With  the  Red=capt  worme,  that  ’s  shut 
Wlithin  the  concave  of  a  Nut, 

Browne  as  his  Tooth.  A  little  Afoth, 

Tate  fatned  in  a  piece  of  cloth: 

'With  withered  cherries;  Mandrakes  eares; 
Holes  eyes;  to  these,  the  slain = Stags  teares: 
The  unctuous  dewlaps  of  a  Snaile; 

The  brokedieart  of  a  Nightingale 
Ore=come  in  musicke;  with  a  wine, 

Ne  ’re  ravislit  from  the  flattering  Vine, 

But  gently  prest  from  the  soft  side 
Ofthe  most  sweet  and  dainty  Bride, 
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Brought  in  a  dainty  daizie,  which 
He  fully  quaffs  up  to  bewitch 
His  blood  to  height;  this  done ,  commended 
Grace  by  his  Priest;  The  feast  is  ended. 


(Dberons  Palace 

o flfter  the  Feast  ( my  Shapcot)  see/ 

The  Fairie  Court  I  give  to  thee: 

Where  we  ’le  present  our  Oberon  led 
Halfe  tipsie  to  the  Fairie  Bed/ 

Where  Aiab  he  fnds;  who  there  doth  lie 
Not  without  miclcle  majesty. 

Which/  done;  and  thence  remov  d  the  light/ 
We’ l  wish  both  Them  and  Thee/  good  night. 

Full  as  a  Bee  with  Thyme/  and  Red/ 

As  Cherry  harvest >  now  high  fed 
For  Rust  and  action;  on  he  l gO/ 

To  lye  with  Aiab/  though  all  say  no. 

Rust  ha  ’s  no  eares;  He  ’s  sharpe  as  thorn; 
And  fretfull/  carries  Hay  in  ’s  home , 

Arid  lightning  in  his  eyes;  and  flings 
Among  the  Elves/  (if  mov  d)  the  stings 
Gfpeltish  wasps;  we  l  know  his  Guard 
Kings  though  th  ’are  hated/  will  be  fear’d. 
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Wine  lead  him  on.  Thus  to  a  Grove 
( Sometimes  devoted  unto  Love) 

Tinseld  with  Twilight,  He ,  and  They 
Lead  by  the  shine  ol  Snails ;  a  way 
Beat  with  their  num  ’rous  Beet,  which  by 
Alany  a  neat  perplexity, 

Alany  a  turn,  and  man  a  crosses 
Trade  they  redeem  a  bank  ofmosse 
Spungie  and  swelling,  and  farre  more 
Soft  then  the  finest  Lemster  Ore. 

A  lildly  disparlding,  like  those  fers, 

Which  break  from  the  Injeweld  tyres 
Gf  curious  Brides;  or  like  those  mites 
Gf  Candi  ’d  dew  in  Aioony  nights. 

Upon  this  Convex,  all  the  flowers 
( Nature  begets  by  th  1  Sun,  and  showers,) 
Are  to  a  wilde  digestion  brought, 

As  if  Loves  Sampler  here  was  wrought: 
Or  Citherea  s  Ceston,  which 
AH  with  temptation  doth  bewitch. 

Sweet  Aires  move  here;  and  more  divine 
A'fade  by  the  breath  of great=ey  d kine, 
Who  as  they  /owe  empearl  with  milk 
The  four=leav  ’d grasse,  or  mossedike  silk. 
The  breath  of  Afunkies  met  to  mix 
With  Muskdlies,  are  th  Aromaticks, 


Which  cense  this  Arch;  And  here  and  there , 
And  farther  off,  and  every  where, 
Throughout  that  Brave  Aiosaick  yard 
Those  Pichs  or  Diamonds  in  the  Card: 
With  peeps  of  Harts,  of  Club  and  Spade 
Are  here  most  neatly  interlaid. 

Many  a  Counter,  many  a  Die, 

Half  =rotten,  and  without  an  eye, 

Lies  here  abouts;  and  for  to  pave 
The  excellency  of  this  Cave, 

Squirrils  and  childrens  teeth  late  shed, 

Are  neatly  here  enchequered. 

With  brownest  Toadstones,  and  the  Cum 
That  shines  upon  the  blewer  Plum. 

The  nails  fain  off  by  Whit=fla  wes:  Art  s 
Wise  hand  enchasing  here  those  warts, 
Which  we  to  others  ( from  our  selves) 

Sell,  and  brought  hither  by  the  Elves. 

The  tempting  Mole,  stoln  from  the  neck 
Of  the  shie  Virgin,  seems  to  deck 
7  he  holy  Entrance;  where  within 
The  roome  is  hung  with  the  blew  skin 
Of  shifted  Snake  :  enfreez  ’d  throughout 
With  eyes  of  Peacocks  Trains,  Sc  Trout = 
flies  curious  wings;  and  these  among 
Those  silver  -pence,  that  cut  the  tongue 
Of  the  red  infant,  neatly  hung. 
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The  glow-wormes  eyes ;  the  shining  scales 
Of silv  'rie  fish  ;  wheat-strawes,  the  snailes 
Soft  Candle-light;  the  Hiding  ’s  eyne; 
Corrupted  wood;  serve  here  for  shine. 

No  glaring  light  of  bold-fac't  Day/ 

Or  other  over  radiant  Ray 

Ransacks  this  roome;  hut  what  weak  beams 

Can  make  reflected  from  these  jems/ 

And  multiply;  Such  is  the  light , 

But  ever  douhtfull  Day,  or  night. 

By  this  quaint  Taper-light  he  winds 
His  Errours  up;  and  now  he  fnds 
His  Aioon-tann  ’d  A  {ah,  as  somewhat  sick, 
And  (L  ove  knowesj  tender  as  a  chick. 
L-Ipon  six  plump  Dandillions,  high- 
Rear  'd,  lyes  her  Elvish-majestie: 

Whose  woollie-huhhles  seem  d  to  drowne 
Hir  Alah-ship  in  obedient  Downe. 

For  either  sheet,  was  spread  the  Caule 
That  doth  the  Infants  face  enthrall, 

When  it  is  horn:  (by  some  enstyl'd 
The  luckie  Omen  ol  the  child) 

And  next  to  these  two  blankets  ore- 
Cast  of  the  finest  Cossamore. 

And  then  a  Rug  of  carded  wooll, 

Which,  Spunge-like  drinking  in  the  dull- 
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Light  of  the  A'loon,  seem  ’  d  to  comply, 
Clouddike,  the  daintie  Deitie. 

Thus  soft  she  lies:  and  over=head 
A  Spinners  circle  is  bespread, 

With  Cob =web= curtains:  from  the  roof 
So  neatly  sunck,  as  that  no  proof 
Of  any  tackling  can  declare 
What  gives  it  hanging  in  the  A  ire. 

The  Fringe  about  this,  are  those  Threds 
Broke  at  the  Fosse  ol  Afaiden= heads: 

And  all  behung  with  these  pure  Pearls, 
Dropt  from  the  eyes  of  ravisht  Cirles 
Or  writhing  Brides;  when,  (panting)  they 
Give  unto  Love  the  straiter  way. 

For  Atusick  now;  He  has  the  cries 
Of  fainedAost=  V 'irginities ; 

The  which  the  Fives  make  to  excite 
A  more  unconquer  d appetite. 

The  Kings  undrest;  and  now  upon 
The  Gnats=wa tch = word  the  Elves  are  gone. 
And  now  the  bed,  and Afab  possest 
Of  this  great=little=kingly=  Guest. 

We’ll  nobly  think,  what  ’s  to  be  done, 

He’ lido  no  doubt;  This  flax  is  spun. 


THE  APRON  OF  FLOWERS 


1 


The  /fpron  of  T lowers 

To  gather  Flo  w ers  Sappho.  wenty 
And  homeward  she  did  bring 
Within  her  Townie  Continent ■, 

The  treasure  of  the  Spring. 

She  smiling  blush ^  and  blushing  smil  d/ 
And  sweetly  blushing  thus/ 

She  lookt  as  she  ’ d  been  got  with  child 
By  young  Favonius. 

Tier  Apron  gave  (as  she  did  passe ) 

An  Odor  more  divine/ 

A  fore  pleasing  too/  then  ever  was 
The  lap  of  Proserpine. 


Upon  Julias  Recovery 

SDroop/  droop  no  more/  or  hang  the  head 
yeR  oses  almost  withered; 

A low  strength ,  and  newer  Purple  gep 
Each  here  declining  Violet. 

O  Primroses!  let  this  day  be 
A  Resurrection  unto  ye; 

And  to  all  flowers  ally’d  in  blood/ 

Or  sworn  to  that  sweet  Sister=hood: 
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For  Health  on  Julia  ’ s  cheek  hath  shed 
Garret >  and  Creame  commingled. 

And  those  her  lips  doe  now  appeare 
As  heames  of  Corralt \  hut  more  c lea  re. 


Why  Flowers  change  colour 

These  fresh  beauties  (we  can  prove ) 
Once  were  Virgins  sick  of  love/ 

Turn  d  to  Flowers.  Still  in  some 
Colours  goe/  and  colours  come. 


The  Parliament  of  Roses  to  Julia 

/  dreamt  the  Roses  one  time  went 
To  meet  and  sit  in  Parliament: 

The  place  for  these ,  and  for  the  rest 
Of  flowers/  was  thy  spotlesse  breast: 
Over  the  which  a  State  was  drawne 
Of  Tiffanie ,  or  Cob = web  Tawne; 
Then  in  that  Parly/  all  those  powers 
Voted  the  Rose the  Queen  of  flowers. 
But  SO/  as  that  her  self  should  be 
The  maide  of  Honour  unto  thee. 


Upon  Roses 

Under  a  Lawne,  then  skyes  more  cleare, 

Some  ruffled  Roses  nestling  'were : 

And  snugging  there/  they  seem  ’d  to  lye 
As  in  a  flowrie  Nunnery: 

They  blush  ’d/  and  look  ’d more  fresh  then  flowers 
Ouickned  of  late  by  Pearly  showers; 

And all,  because  they  were  possest 
But  of  the  heat  ol  Julia  s  breast: 

Which  as  a  warme/  and moistned spring/ 

Cave  them  their  ever  flourishing. 


JHfow  JLillies  came  white 

White  though  ye  be;  yet,  Lillies,  know, 
From  the  first  ye  were  not  so: 

But  lie  tell  ye 
What  befell  ye; 

Cupid  and  his  A  fother  lay 
In  a  cloud;  while  both  did  play, 

He  with  his  pretty  finger  prest 
The  rubie  niplet  of  her  breast; 

Cut  of  the  which,  the  creame  of  light, 
Like  to  a  Dew, 

Fell  downe  on  you, 

And  made  ye  white. 
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Reach/  with  your  whiter  hands ,  to  me -f 
Some  Christall  of  the  Spring; 

And  1/  about  the  Cup  shall  see 
Fresh  Fillies  flourishing. 

Or  else  sweet  Mimphs  do  you  hut  this; 

To  th  Classe  your  lips  encline; 
And  I  shall  see  by  that  one  hisse/ 

The  Water  turn  ’ d to  W Tine. 


Ch 


errie=ripe 


Cherrie=Ripe >  Ripe /  Ripe/  I  cry/ 
Full  and  faire  ones ;  come  and  buy, 
If  so  be/  you  ash  me  where 
They  doe  grow?  I  answer/  There , 
Where  my  Julia  1  s  lips  doe  smile ; 
There  s  the  land/  or  Cherry =Ile: 
Whose  Plantations  fully  show 
AH  the  yeere/  where  Cherries  grow. 


To  (Ch  erry=  b  lossom  es 

Ye  may  simper >  blush/  and  smile , 
And  perfume  the  a  ire  a  while: 
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But  ( sweet  tilings)  ye  must  he  gone ; 
Fruit ,  ye  know/  is  comming  on : 

Then ,  Ah!  Then ,  where  is  your  grace/ 
When  as  Cherries  come  in  place  ? 

The  Weeping  (Cherry 

l  saw  a  Cherry  weep/  and  why  ? 

Why  wept  it  f  hut  lor  shame </ 
Because  my  Julia ’s  lip  was  hy/ 

And  did  out=red  the  same. 

But  pretty  Fondling >  let  not  l all 
A  teare  at  all  lor  that: 

Which  RuhieS/  Corralls >  Scarlets/  all 
For  tincture/  wonder  at. 


To  Pansies 

WK  cruell  Love  !  must  I  endure 
Thy  many  scorns/  and  find  no  cure  ? 
Say/  are  thy  medicines  made  to  he 
Helps  to  all  others/  hut  to  me  ? 
lie  leave  thee/  and  to  Pansies  come ; 
Comforts  you  Y  afford  me  some : 

You  can  ease  my  heart/  and  doe 
What  Love  co ’d ne  ’r  he  brought  unto. 


To  Alary  go  Ids 

-five  way,  and  be  ye  ravisht  by  the  Sun/ 

(A  nd  hang  the  head  when  as  the  Act  is  done ) 
Spread  as  He  spreads;  wax  lesse  as  He  do  s  wane; 
And  as  He  shuts/  close  up  to  Maids  again. 


To  Daisies >  not  to  shut  so  soone 

Jhut  not  so  soon;  the  dulley  ’d night 
Ha  ’ s  not  as  yet  begunne 
To  make  a  seisure  on  the  light, 

(Dr  to  seale  up  the  Sun. 

A/o  Marigolds  yet  closed  are; 

A/o  shadowes  great  ap peace; 

A lor  doth  the  early  Shepheards  Starre 
Shine  like  a  spangle  here. 

Stay  but  till  my  Julia  close 
Her  life  degetting  eye; 

And  let  the  whole  world  then  dispose 
It  selfe  to  live  or  dye. 

On  C  el li=  flowers  begotten 

What  was  t  that  fell  but  now 
From  that  war  me  kisse  of  ours ? 
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Look,  look ,  by  Love  I  vow 

They  were  two  Gelli=  flowers. 

Lot  s  kisse/  and  kisse  agen. 

For  if  so  be  our  closes 
ALake  Gelli=f lowers/  then 

Fm  sure  they’ l fashion  Roses. 


To  Carnations.  A  Song 

%ftay  while  ye  will/  or  goe ; 

And  leave  no  scent  behind  ye: 
Yet  trust  me /  I  shall  know 

The  place/  where  I  may  find  ye. 

Within  my  Lucia  s  cheek/ 

( Whose  Livery  ye  weare ) 

Play  ye  at  Hide  or  Seek/ 

I’m  sure  to  find  ye  there. 


STfow  the  Waif  flower  came  first >  and 
why  so  called 

Why  this  Flower  is  now  call’d  SO/ 

List’  sweet  maids >  and  you  shal  know. 


c 
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[  I  rider  stand/  this  Firstling  was 
Once  a  brisk  and  bonny  JL&sse/ 
Kept  as  close  as  Danae  was: 
Who  a  sprightly  Springa ll  lov’d/ 
And  to  have  it  fully  prov  ’d/ 
dp  she  got  upon  a  wall/ 
Tempting  down  to  slide  withall: 
But  the  silken  twist  unty’d/ 

So  she  fell/  and  bruis  d/  she  dy  ’d. 
Love /  in  pity  of  the  deed/ 

And  her  lovingducklesse  speed/ 
Turn ’d her  to  this  Plant/  we  call 
ISloW/  The  Flower  of  the  Wall 


To  \fiolets 

Welcome  Afaids  of  Fionour/ 
You  doe  bring 
In  the  Spring ; 

And  wait  upon  her. 

She  has  Virgins  many/ 

Fresh  and  faire; 

Yet  y°n  are 
Afore  sweet  then  any. 
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7  are  the  Afaiden  Posies > 
And  so  grac’t/ 

To  he  plac’t/ 

Fore  Damask  Roses. 

Yet  though  thus  respected \ 
By  and  hy 
je  doe  lie/ 

Poore  GirleS/  neglected. 


cfyirs.  Eliz.  Wheeler/  under  the  name  oh  the 
lost  Shepardesse 


oplmong  the  ATirtleS/  as  I  walkt/ 

Love  and  my  sighs  thus  intertalkt: 

Tell  me/  said  1/  in  deep  distresse 
Where  1  may  find  my  Shepardesse. 

Thou  foole /  said  Love/  know’st  thou  not  this? 
In  every  thing  that  ’s  sweet/  she  is. 

In  yond’  Carnation  goe  and  seek/ 

There  thou  shalt  find  her  lip  and  cheek: 

In  that  ennamel’d  Pansie  hy/ 

There  thou  shalt  have  her  curious  eye: 

In  hloome  of  Peach ,  and  Roses  hud/ 

There  waves  the  Streamer  of  her  hlood. 
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’Tis  true ,  said Ix  and  thereupon 
f  went  to  pluck  them  one  hy  one 
To  make  of  parts  an  union ; 

But  on  a  sudden  all  were  gone. 

At  which  I stopt ;  Said Tove/  these  he 
The  true  resemblances  of  thee; 

For  as  these  flowers •,  thy  joyes  must  die , 
And  in  the  turning  of  an  eye; 

And  all  thy  hopes  of  her  must  wither > 
Like  those  short  sweets  ere  knit  together. 
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TOILETS  OF  A  KISS 


The  Lilly  in  a  Christa l 

on  have  beheld  a  smiling  Rose 

When  Virgins  hands  have  drawn 
O  V  it  a  Cobweb-La wne: 

And  here ,  you  see/  this  Lilly  shows/ 
Tomb 1  d  in  a  Christa  l  stone , 

Aiore  faire  in  this  transparent  case , 

Then  when  it  grew  alone ; 

And  had  but  single  grace. 

you  see  how  Creame  but  naked  is ; 

Nor  daunces  in  the  eye 
Without  a  Strawberrie: 

Or  some  line  tincture ,  like  to  this > 

Which  draws  the  sight  thereto , 

Aiore  by  that  wantoning  with  it; 

Then  when  the  paler  hieu 
No  mixture  did  admit. 

you  see  how  Amber  through  the  streams 
Aiore  gently  stroaks  the  sigh ^ 

With  some  conceal  d  delight; 

Then  when  he  darts  his  radiant  beams 
Into  the  boundlesse  aire: 

Where  either  too  much  light  his  worth 
Doth  all  at  once  impaire •, 

Or  set  it  little  lorth. 
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Put  Purple  Grapes,  or  Cherries  in= 

To  Glasse,  and  they  -will  send 
Adore  beauty  to  commend 
Them,  from  that  cleane  and  subtile  shin, 
Then  if  they  naked  stood, 

And  had  no  other  pride  at  all, 

But  their  own  flesh  and  blood, 

And  tinctures  natural 1 

Thus  Lillie,  Rose,  Grape,  Cherry,  Creame, 
And  Straw =berry  do  stir 
Afore  love,  when  they  transfer 
A  weak,  a  soft,  a  broken  beame; 

Then  if  they  sho  ’d  discover 
At  full  their  proper  excellence ; 

Without  some  Scean  cast  over, 

To  Juggle  with  the  sense. 

Thus  let  this  Christal’d Lillie  be 
A  Rule,  how  far  to  teach, 
y^our  nakednesse  must  reach : 

And  that,  no  further,  then  we  see 
Those  glaring  colours  laid 
By  Arts  wise  hand,  but  to  this  end 
They  sho  ’d  obey  a  shade ; 

Lest  they  too  far  extend. 
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So  though  y  ’are  white  as  Swan,  or  Snow, 
And  have  the  power  to  move 
A  world  of  men  to  love: 

Yet/  when  your  Lawns  Sc  Silks  shal  flow; 

And  that  white  cloud  divide 
Into  a  doubtful  Twi^  light;  then 
Then  will  your  hidden  Pride 
Raise  greater  fres  in  men. 


To  Julia,  in  her  Dawn,  or  l)ay=hreake 

By  the  next  kindling  of  the  day 
Aiy  Julia  thou  shalt  see, 

Ere  A  ve= Alary  thou  canst  say 
He  come  and  visit  thee. 

yet  ere  thou  counsel  st  with  thy  Glasse, 
Appeare  thou  to  mine  eyes 
As  smooth,  and nak  ’t,  as  she  that  was 
The  prime  of  Paradice. 

If  blush  thou  must,  then  blush  thou  through 
A  Lawn,  that  thou  mayst  looke 
As  purest  Pearles,  or  Pebles  do 

When  peeping  through  a  Brooke. 


As  Lillies  shrin  d  in  Christa.ll/  so 
Do  thou  to  me  appeare ; 

(Dr  Damask  Roses,  when  they  grow 
1  o  sweet  acquaintance  there. 


The  Tawnc 

Wo  ’d  L  see  Lawn \,  clear  as  the  Heaven,  and  thin  ? 
It  sho ’d he  onely  in  my  Julia  ’s  shin: 

Which  so  betrayes  her  blood,  as  we  discover 
The  blush  of  cherries,  when  a  Lawn  ’s  cast  over. 


Julia  s  Petticoat 

Thy  Azure  Robe,  I  did  behold, 

As  ayrie  as  the  leaves  of  gold/ 

Which  erring  here,  and  wandring  there, 
Pleas ’d  with  transgression  ev  ’ ry  where: 
Sometimes  ’ two ’d  pant,  and  sigh,  and  heave, 
As  il  to  stir  it  scarce  had  leave: 

But  having  got  it;  thereupon, 

’  Two  d make  a  brave  expansion. 

And pounc  ’t  with  Stars,  it  shew  d  to  me 
Like  a  Celestiall  Canopie. 


Sometimes  two  cl  hlazc/  and  then  abate/ 
Like  to  a  Rome  growne  moderate: 
Sometimes  away  . two  ’ d  wildly  Ring ; 
Then  to  thy  thighs  so  closely  cling/ 

That  some  conceit  did  melt  me  downe/ 
As  Lovers  fall  into  a  swoone: 

And  all  confus  ’  d;  I  there  did  lie 
Drown’ d in  Delights;  hut  co’d not  die. 
That  L  eading  Cloud/  L  follow’ d still/ 
Hoping  t’ave  seene  ofit  my  fill; 

But  ah !  I  co  ’d not:  sho  ’d it  move 
To  Life  Eternal/  I  co  ’d  love. 


TheR  ock  of  Rubies:  and 
The  quarrie  of  P earls 

dome  ask  ’ d me  where  the  Ruhies  grew  ? 

And  nothing  I  did  say: 

But  with  my  fnger  pointed  to 
The  lips  of  Julia. 

Some  ask  ’ d how  Pearls  didgroW/  and  where  f 
Then  spoke  I  to  my  Cirle r. 

To  part  her  lips >  and  shew  ’  d  them  there 
The  Qua  re  lets  of  Pearl. 
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Upon  the  Nipples  ol  -Julio  s  Breast 


Jffave  ye  beheld ( with  much  delight) 

A  red=Rose  peeping  through  a  white  ? 

Or  else  a  Cherrie  ( double  grac  ’t ) 

Within  a  Billie  l  Center  plac’t  ? 

Or  ever  marie  *t  the  pretty  beany 
A  Strawb  erry  shewes  halfe  drown  ’ d  in  Creame  ? 
Or  seen  rich  Rubies  blushing  through 
A  pure  smooth  Pearle ,  and  Orient  too  l 
So  like  to  this >  nay  all  the  rest ■, 

Is  each  neate  Niplet  of  her  breast. 


ED  elight  in  Disorder 

off sweet  disorder  in  the  dresse 
Kindles  in  cloathes  a  wantonnesse : 

A  Lawne  about  the  shoulders  thrown 
Into  a  fine  distraction: 

An  erring  Lace/  which  here  and  there 
Enthralls  the  Crimson  Stomacher : 

A  Cuffe  neglect  full  and  thereby 
Ribbands  to  flow  confusedly: 

A  winning  wave  (deserving  Note ) 

In  the  tempestuous  petticote: 
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A  carelesse  shooe=string/  in  whose  tye 
I  see  a  wilde  civility: 

Doe  more  bewitch  me/  then  when  Art 
Is  too  precise  in  every  part. 


To  the  most  lair  and  lovely  Adistrisy 
Anne  Soame/  now  JL&dy  Ahdie 

do  smell  those  odours  that  do  rise 
From  out  the  wealthy  spiceries: 

So  smels  the  flow  re  of  blooming  Clove; 
Or  Roses  smother’ d in  the  stove: 

So  smells  the  Aire  of  spiced  wine; 

Or  Essences  ol  Jessimine: 

So  smells  the  Breath  about  the  hives/ 
When  well  the  work  of  hony  thrives; 
And  all  the  busie  Factours  come 
Fa  den  with  wax  and  hony  home: 

So  smell  those  neat  and  woven  Bowers/ 
All  over=archt  with  Oringe  flowers; 

And  Almond  blossoms /  that  do  mix 
To  make  rich  these  Aromatikes : 

So  smell  those  bracelets >  and  those  bands 
Of  Amber  chaf’t  between  the  hands/ 


When  thus  enkindled  they  transpire 
A  nolle  perfume  from  the  fre. 

The  wine  of  cherries,  and  to  these , 

The  cooling  hreath  of  Respasses; 

The  smell  of  mornings  milk ,  and  cream; 
Butter  of  Cowslips  mixt  with  them; 

0  frosted  war  de^  or  hak  ’d  peare , 
These  are  not  to  he  reckon  d  here; 
Wlhen  as  the  meanest  part  of  her. 

Smells  like  the  maiden= Pomander. 

Thus  sweet  she  smells,  or  what  can  he 
Afore  lik  ’d  hy  her,  or  low  d  hy  mee. 

Jdncense 

When  my  off’ ring  next  I  make , 

Be  thy  hand  the  hallowed  Cake: 

And  thy  hrest  the  Altar,  whence 
Lowe  may  smell  the  Frankincense. 


The  Tran 


(yylnother  on  AJulia 

d~fow  can  I  choose  hut  lowe,  and  follow  her, 
Whose  shadow  smels  like  milder  Pomander  l 
How  can  I  chuse  hut  kisse  her,  whence  do  ’ s  come 
The  S tor  ax,  Spiknard,  Afyrrhe,  and  Ladanum. 


The  Pomander  Bracelet 


To  me  my  Julia  lately  sent 
A  Bracelet  richly  Redolent: 

The  Beads  /  his t,  hut  most  lov  d her 
That  did  perfume  the  Pomander. 


To  his  Mistresses 

Put  on  your  silks;  and  piece  hy  piece 
Give  them  the  scent  of  Amber =  Greece: 
And  for  your  breaths  too,  let  them  smell 
Ambrosia  dike,  or  Nectar  ell: 

While  other  Gums  their  sweets  perspire, 
By  your  owne  jewels  set  on  fre. 


The  shooe  tying 

offnthea  bade  me  tye  her  shooe; 

I  did;  and  hist  the  Instep  too: 

And  would  have  hist  unto  her  hnee, 
Had  not  her  Blush  rebuhed  me. 


The  silk  en  Snake 

For  sport  my  Julia  threw  a  Face 
Gfsilhe  and  silver  at  my  face: 


Watchet  the  silke  was;  and  did  make 
A  shew/  as  if  t  ’ ad  been  a  snake: 

The  suddenness  did  me  affright; 

But  though  it  scar  >d/  it  did  not  bite. 


cyds  shews  the  Aire/  when  with  a  Rain=bow  grac  d; 
So  smiles  that  Riband  Bout  my  Julia ’s  waste: 

Or  like — Nay  ’tis  that  Jonulet  of  love/ 

Wherein  all  pleasures  of  the  world  are  wove. 


The  Adaidetublush 

Jo  look  the  mornings  when  the  Sun 
Paints  them  with  fresh  Vermilion: 

So  Cherries  bluslp  and Kathern  Peares/ 
And  Apricocks/  in  youth  full  yeares: 

So  Corrolls  looke  more  lovely  Red/ 
And  Rubies  lately  polished: 

So  purest  Diaper  doth  shine , 

Stain  ’ d  by  the  Beames  of  Clarret  wine: 
As  Julia  looks  when  she  doth  dress 
Her  either  cheeke  with  bashfullness. 


CTTer  Bed 


dee  st  thou  that  Cloud  as  silver  clear  e, 
Plump,  soft,  &r  swelling  every  where  ? 
Tis  Julia  s  Bed,  and  she  sleeps  there. 


To  Antliea  lying  in  Led 

<Jo  looks  Anthea,  when  in  Led  she  lyes, 

Grecome,  or  half e  betray'd  by  Tiffanies: 

Tike  to  a  Twidight,  or  that  simpring  Dawn, 

That  Roses  shew,  when  misted  o' re  with  Town. 
Twilight  is  yet,  till  that  her  Tawnes  give  way,- 
Which  done,  that  Dawne,  turnes  then  to  perlect  day. 


The  Cloud 

deest  thou  that  Cloud  that  rides  in  State 
Part  Ruby  dike,  part  Candidate? 

It  is  no  other  then  the  Bed 

Where  Venus  sleeps  (lialfe  smothered. ) 


WReauty 

Gleauti  's  no  other  but  a  lovely  Grace 
Gf  lively  colours,  flowing  from  the  face. 
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Cy"/  50/75  upon  Silvia. 

From  me  my  Silvia  ranne  aw  ay / 
And  running  therewithal 1; 

A  Primrose  Banke  did  cross  her  way/ 
And gave  my  Love  a  fall. 

But  trust  me  now  L dare  not  say. 
What  I  by  chance  did  see ; 

But  such  the  Drap’ry  did  betray 
That  fully  ravisht  me. 


Lucia  cfal) led  in  the  Seaw 


cfyfy  Lucia  in  the  de aw  did  gO/ 

And  prettily  bedabled  so/ 

Her  cloaths  held  up/  she  shew  d  withall 
Her  decent  legs/  cleane/  long  and  small. 
L follow ’d after  to  descrie 
Part  of  the  nalc  ’t  sincerity; 

But  still  the  envious  Scene  between 
Deni’d  the  Mash  I  wo  ’d  have  seen. 


LIpon  Lucia 

I  asht  my  Lucia  but  a  hisse; 

Andshe  with  scorne  deny’ d me  this: 


Say  then ,  how  ill sho  ’d  / have  sped \ 
Had  I  then  askt  her  Afaidenhead? 


Upon  Julia  s  Clothes 

When  as  in  silks  my  Julia  goes, 

Then,  then  (me  thinks )  how  sweetly  flowes 
That  liquefaction  of  her  clothes. 

Next l,  when  I  cast  mine  eyes  and  see 
That  brave  Vibration  each  way  free y 
O  how  that  Jittering  taketh  me! 


Upon  Julia  s  haire,  bundled  up  in  a 
golden  net 

Tell  me,  what  needs  those  rich  deceits, 
These  golden  Toyles,  and  Trammed  nets, 
To  take  thine  haires  when  they  are  knowne 
Already  tame,  and  all  thine  owne  ? 

’Tis  I  am  wild,  and  more  then  haires 
Deserve  these  A'fashes  and  those  snares. 

Set  free  thy  Tresses,  let  them  flow 
As  aires  doe  breathe,  or  winds  doe  blow: 
And  let  such  curious  Networks  be 
Tesse  set  for  them,  then  spred  for  me. 


O /Irt  above  Uaturey  to  Julia 

When  I  behold  a  Forrest  spread 
With  silken  trees  upon  thy  heady 
And  when  I  see  that  other  Dresse 
Of  flowers  set  in  comlinesse: 

When  I  behold  another  grace 
In  the  ascent  of  curious  Face , 

Which  like  a  Pinacle  doth  shew 
The  topy  and  the  topgallant  too. 

Then [y  when  I  see  thy  Tresses  bound 
Into  an  Ovally  squarey  or  round; 

And  knit  in  knots  far  more  then  I 
Can  tell  by  tongue ;  or  true  dove  tie: 
ffexty  when  those  Fawnie  Filmes  I  see 
Play  with  a  wild  civility: 

And  all  those  airie  silks  to  floWy 
Alluring  mey  and  tempting  so: 

I  must  confessey  mine  eye  and  heart 
Dotes  less  on  ISla  turey  then  on  Art. 


Upon  Julia  s  haire  fill’d  with  D 


ew 


dew  sate  on  Julia  ’s  haire, 
And  spangled  tooy 
Fike  Feaves  that  laden  are 
With  trembling  Dew: 
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Or  glitt  er  ’d  to  my  sight, 

As  'when  the  Beames 
Have  their  reflected  light, 

Daunc’t  by  the  Streames. 


The  Transfiguration 

I  minor  tall  clothing  I  put  on, 

So  soone  aj-  Julia  lam  gon 
To  mine  eternall  Alansion. 

1  hou,  thou  art  here,  to  humane  sight 
Cloth  ’d  all  with  incorrupted  light; 
But  yet  how  more  admir’dly  bright 

Wilt  thou  appear,  when  thou  art  set 
In  thy  refulgent  Thronelet, 

That  shin  ’st  thus  in  thy  counterfeit  ? 
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MOUSE  Of  FLESH  ON  FIRE 


Upon  Love 

Love  is  a  Circle/  and  an  Fndlesse  Sphere; 
From  500c/  to  pood/  revolving  here/  Sc  there. 


Of  Love.  A  Sonet 

dhow  Love  came  in /  I  do  not  know/ 
Whether  hy  th 1  eye,  or  ea re/  or  no: 

Or  whether  with  the  soule  it  came 
(At  hirst )  infused  with  the  same: 
Whether  in  part  ’tis  here  or  there r. 

Or/  like  the  soule /  whole  every  where: 
This  troubles  me:  hut  I  as  well 
As  any  other/  this  can  tell; 

That  when  from  hence  she  does  depart/ 
The  outdet  then  is  from  the  heart. 

Disswasions  from  Idlenesse 

Cynthius  pluck  ye  hy  the  ea  re/ 

That  ye  may  good  doctrine  heare. 
Play  not  with  the  maidendiaire; 

For  each  Ringlet  there  ’s  a  snare. 
Cheek/  and  eye/  and  lip /  and  chin; 
These  are  traps  to  take  fooles  in. 
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/jrmes/  and  hands/  and  all  parts  else , 
Are  but  Toiles/  or  Afanicles 
Set  on  purpose  to  enthrall 
Aden ,  but  Sloth  fulls  most  of  all 
Live  employ  ’d/  and  so  live  free 
From  these  fetters •;  like  to  me 
Who  have  found/  and  still  can  prove/ 
The  lazie  man  the  most  doth  love. 


The  Trozen  Heart 

I  freeze/  I  freeze/  and  nothing  dwels 
In  me  but  Snowy  and y sides. 

For  pitties  sahe  give  your  advice/ 

To  melt  this  snow and  thaw  this  ice ; 
Fie  drink,  down  Flames/  but  if  so  be 
Nothing  but  love  can  supple  me ; 

Fie  rather  keepe  this  fros t/  and  snow/ 
Then  to  be  thaw’d/  or  heated  so. 


To  Tlectra 

c Afore  white  then  whitest  Lillies  far y 
Or  Snow/  or  whitest  Swans  you  are: 
Afore  white  then  are  the  whitest  CreameS/ 
Or  Aloonedight  tinselling  the  streames: 


10  6 


A  lore  'white  then  Pearls /  or  Juno ’s  thigh; 
Or  Pelops  Arme  of  Yvorie. 

True /  I  confesse;  such  Whites  a s  these 
Alay  me  delight ■,  not  fully  please: 

Till \  like  Ixion  ’s  Cloud  you  he 
White/  warme/  and  soft  to  lye  with  me. 


To  Electro. 

lie  come  to  thee  in  all  those  shapes 
As  Jove  did/  when  he  made  his  rapes: 
Cnely,  lie  not  appeare  to  thee , 

As  he  did  once  to  Semele. 

Thunder  and  Lightning  lie  lay  hy/ 

To  talk  with  thee  familiarly. 

Which  done/  then  quickly  we  ’ll  undresse 
To  one  and  th  ’others  nakednesse. 

And  ravish t/  plunge  into  the  hed/ 

( Bodies  and  souls  commingled) 

And  kissing >  so  as  none  may  heare/ 

We  ’ll  weary  all  the  Tables  there. 


To  Antheo 

Come  Anthea /  know  thou  this r. 
Love  at  no  time  idle  is: 
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Let  ’s  be  doing,  though  we  ploy 
But  At  push-pin  (half  the  cloy :) 
Chains  of  sweet  bents  let  us  male , 
Captive  one,  or  both,  to  take: 

In  which  bondage  we  will  lie , 
Soules  transfusing  thus ',  and  die. 


To  Anth 


tea 


coflh  my  Anthea  !  Adust  my  heart  still  break  ? 

(Love  makes  me  write ^  what  shame  forbids  to  speak.) 
Give  me  a  kisse/  and  to  that  kisse  a  score ; 

Then  to  that  twenty/  adde  an  hundred  more: 

A  thousand  to  that  hundred:  so  kisse  on/ 

To  make  that  thousand  up  a  million. 

Treble  that  million,  and  when  that  is  done, 

Le.t  ’s  kisse  afresh,  as  when  we  first  begun. 

But  yet,  though  Love  likes  well  such  Scenes  as  these, 
There  is  an  Act  that  will  more  fully  please: 

Kissing  and  glancing,  soothing,  all  make  way 
But  to  the  acting  of  this  private  Flay: 

Name  it  I  would;  but  being  blushing  red, 

The  rest  lie  speak,  when  we  meet  both  in  bed 
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Thou  say  ’st  I’m  dull;  if  edgeHesse  so  Ibe, 
lie  whet  my  lips,  and  sharpen  Love  on  thee. 
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The  TAsse.  A-  Dialogue 

1.  c/Imong  thy  Fancies ',  tel l me  this/ 

What  is  the  thing  we  call  a  hisse  ? 

2.  I  shall  resolve  ye/  -what  it  is. 

It  is  a  creature  horn  and  hred 
Between  the  lips/  fall  cherrie=re  JJ 
By  love  and  war  me  desires  fed/ 

Chor.  And  makes  more  soft  the  Bridall  Bed. 

2.  It  is  an  active  flame/  that  flies/ 

First,  to  the  Bahies  of  the  eyes y 
And  charmes  them  there  with  lullabies ; 
Chor.  And stils  the  Bride  too,  when  she  cries. 

2.  Then  to  the  chin,  the  cheek,  the  eare, 

It  frisks,  and  flyes,  now  here,  now  there, 

Tis  now  farre  off,  and  then  tis  nere ; 

Chor.  And  here,  and  there,  and  every  where. 

1.  Ha  5  it  a  speaking  virtue  ?  2.  Tes/ 

1.  How  speaks  it,  say  ?  2.  Do  you  hut  this, 

Part  your  joyn  ’d lips,  then  speaks  your  kisse,- 
Chor.  And  this  loves  sweetest  language  is. 

1.  Has  it  a  body  l  2.  I,  and  wings 
With  thousand  rare  encolourings: 

And  as  it  flyes,  it  gently  sings, 

Chor.  Love,  honie  yeelds;  hut  never  stings. 
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To  Diane  me 

^jivc  me  one  Jdsse/ 
And  no  more ; 

If  so  be ,  this 

Alakes  you  poore; 
To  enrich  you , 

He  restore 
For  that  one/  two 
Thousand  score. 


/  call  and  /  call 

I  call  I  CAd  doe  ye  cal!? 

The  Alaids  to  catch  this  Cowslip=ball: 

But  since  these  Cowslips  fading  be/ 

Troth ,  leave  the  flowers/  and A4aids/  tale  me. 
Tef  if  that  neither  you  will  doe/ 

Speak  but  the  word/  and  He  take  you. 


The  Scar=fire 

Water/  water  I  desire , 

Here  ’s  a  house  of  flesh  on  fire: 
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Ope’  the  fountains  and  the  spring 
And  come  all  to  Buckittings: 

What  ye  cannot  quench ,  pull  downe ; 
Spoile  a  house ,  to  save  a  towne: 

Better  tis  that  one  shu d  fall, 

Then  by  one/  to  hazard  all. 


Ch  op= Cfi  erry 

Thou  gav’st  me  leave  to  kisse; 
Thou  gav  ’st  me  leave  to  wooe; 
Thou  mad’st  me  thinke  by  this y 
And  that >  thou  lov  ’dst  me  too. 

But  I  shall  ne  ’r  forget, 

How  for  to  make  thee  merry; 
Thou  mad’st  me  chop /  but  yet. 
Another  snapt  the  Cherry. 


Cherry =pit 

Julia  and  I  did  lately  sit 
Playing  for  sporty  at  Cherry =pit: 

She  threw;  I  cast;  and  having  thrown , 
I  got  the  Pity  and  she  the  Stone. 


Ill 


Upon  Julio,  s  washing  her  self  in  the  river 

Flow  fierce  was  f  when  I  did  see 
Aiy  Julia,  wash  her  self  in  thee  ! 

So  fillies  thorough  Christall  look: 

So  purest  pehhles  in  the  hrook: 

As  in  the  River  Julia  did/ 
dlalfe  with  a  fawne  of  water  hid/ 

Into  thy  streames  my  self  /  threw/ 

And  struggling  there >./  I  kist  thee  too ; 

And  more  had  done  fit  is  confest) 

Had  not  thy  waves  forhad  the  rest. 


SJ  her  Legs 

Fain  would  I  kiss  my  Julia  ’s  dainty  Leg/ 
Which  is  as  white  and  hair=less  as  an  egge. 


Julia  was  carelesse/  and  withall/ 
She  rather  took/  then  got  a  fall: 

The  wanton  Ambler  chanc  ’d  to  see 
Part  of  her  leggs  sinceritie: 


And  ravish ’  d  thus >  It  came  to  passe, 
The  Nagge  ( like  to  the  Prophets  Asse ) 
Began  to  speak,  and  would  have  keen 
A  telling  what  rare  sights  h  ’ad seen: 
And  had  told  all ;  hut  did  re  fraine, 
Because  his  Tongue  was  ty’d  againe. 


J~fis  misery  in  a  Adistresse 

Water,  Water  I  espie: 

Come,  and  coole  ye;  all  who  frie 
In  your  loves;  hut  none  as  I 

Though  a  thousand showres  he 

Still  a  falling,  yet  I  see 

Not  one  drop  to  light  on  me. 

Happy  you,  who  can  have  seas 
For  to  quench  ye,  or  some  ease 
From  your  kinder  Mistresses. 

I  have  one,  and  she  alone, 

O/a  thousand  thousand  known, 
Dead  to  all  compassion. 

Such  an  one,  as  will  repeat 
Both  the  cause,  and  make  the  heat 
Atore  hy  Provocation  great. 
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Gentle  friends >  though  /  despaire 
0/  my  cure ,  doe  you  heware 
Of  those  Girles,  which  cruell  are. 


Upon  Cupid 

Love,  like  a  Gypsie ,  lately  came ; 

And  did  me  much  importune 
To  see  my  hand;  that  hy  the  same 
He  might  lore=tell  my  Fortune. 

He  saw  my  Palme;  and  then,  said he/ 

I  tell  thee/  hy  this  score  here; 

That  thou ,  within  few  months,  shalt  he 
The  youthfull  Prince  D  ’Amour  here. 

I  smil’d;  and  hade  him  once  more  prove, 
And  hy  some  crosse=line  show  it; 

That  I  co  ’d  ne  ’r  he  Prince  of  Love, 

Though  here  the  Princely  Poet. 

Af)ove  5  play  at  Push-pin 

Flove  and  my  selfe  ( heleeve  me)  on  a  day 
At  childish  Push=pin  ( for  our  sport)  did  play: 
I  put,  he  pusht,  and  heedless  oh  my  skin, 

Love  prickt  my  fnger  with  a  golden  pin: 


Since  which,  it  festers  so,  th&t  I  can  prove 
’  Twas  hut  a  trick  to  poyson  me  with  love: 
Little  the  wound  was;  greater  was  the  smArt; 
The  linger  hled/  hut  burnt  was  aII my  heArt. 


The  Cheat  of  fupid:  or/ 

The  ungentle  guest 

One  silent  night  of  late, 

When  every  creature  rested, 

Came  one  unto  my  sate. 

And  knocking,  me  molested. 

Who  ’s  that  (said I)  heats  there, 
And  troubles  thus  the  Sleepie  ? 

Cast  off  (said  he )  all  feare, 

And  let  not  Locks  thus  keep  ye. 

For  I  a  Toy  am,  who 

By  Aioonlesse  nights  have  swerved; 

And  all  with  showrs  wet  through, 
Ande  '  en  with  cold  half  starved. 

/  pittifull  arose, 

And  soon  a  Taper  lighted; 

And  did  my  selfe  disclose 
Llnto  the  lad  benighted. 
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I  saw  he  had  a  BoW/ 

And  Wings  too/  whidi  did  shiver ; 
And  looking  down  helow/ 

I  spy  ’ d  he  had  a  Quiver. 

I  to  my  Chimney  s  shine 

Brought  him/  (as  Love  professes ) 

And  chaf’d  his  hands  with  mine , 

( 

And  dry’ d his  dropping  Tresses: 

But  when  he  felt  him  warm  ’ d/ 

Let  ’s  try  this  how  of  ours/ 

And  string  if  they  he  harm  ’d/ 

Said  he,  with  these  late  showrs. 

Forthwith  his  how  he  bent/ 

And  wedded  string  and  arrow / 

And  struck  me  that  it  went 

Quite  through  my  heart  and  marrow. 

Then  laughing  loud/  he  flew 
Away/  and  thus  sai  d  flying , 

AdieUy  mine  Most/  Adieu, 
lie  leave  thy  heart  a  dying. 


Upon  Cupid 

Hove/  like  a  Beggar/  came  to  me 
'With  Mose  and  Doublet  tome: 


His  Shirt  bedangling  from  his  knee, 
With  Hat  and  Shooes  out=worne. 

He  asht  an  almes ;  I gave  him  hread/ 
And  meat  too/  lor  his  need: 

Of  w  hie  A  when  he  had  fully  fed/ 
He  wished  me  all  Good  speed. 

Away  he  went hut  as  he  turn ’d 
( In  faith  I  know  not  how) 

He  toucht  me  so/  as  that  I  burn, 

And  am  tormented  now . 

Love  s  silent  flames,  and  fres  obscure 
Then  crept  into  my  heart; 

And  though  I  saw  no  Bow,  I’m  sure, 
His  finger  was  the  dart. 


The  Dream 

ofAe  thought,  (last  night)  Love  in  an  anger  came, 
And  brought  a  rod,  so  whipt  me  with  the  same: 
Aiirtle  the  twigs  were,  meerly  to  imply ; 

Love  strikes,  but  ’tis  with  gentle  crueltie. 

Patient  I  was:  Love  pitiful! grew  then, 

And stroak  d  the  stripes,  and  I  was  whole  agen. 
Thus  like  a  Bee,  Love=gentle  stil  doth  bring 
Hony  to  salve,  where  he  before  did  sting. 
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The  Vision  to  L  lectra 


/  dream  cl  we  loth  were  in  a  led 
Of  Roses/  almost  smothered: 

The  warmth  and  sweetnes  had  me  there 
A  fade  lovingly  familiar: 

But  that  I  heard  thy  sweet  breath  say/ 
Faults  done  by  night,  will  blush  by  day: 
I  hist  thee  (panting,)  and  I  call 
Night  to  the  Record!  that  was  all 
But  ah  !  if  empty  dreames  so  please, 
Love  give  me  more  such  nights  as  these. 


The  Vision 

o)4e  thought  I  saw  (as  I  did  dreame  in  bed) 

A  crawling  Vine  about  Anacreon  s  head: 

Flusht  was  his  face .;  his  haires  with  oyle  did  shine; 
And  as  he  spake,  his  mouth  ranne  ore  with  wine. 
Tipled  he  was,-  and  tipling  lispt  withal) 

And  lisping  reeld,  and  reeling  like  to  fall. 

A  young  Enchantresse  close  by  him  did  stand 
Tapping  his  plump  thighes  with  a  mirtle  wand: 
She  smil’d;  he  kist;  and  kissing,  cull’d  her  too; 
And  being  cup=shot,  more  he  co  ’ d  not  doe. 

For  which  (me  thought)  in  prittie  anger  she 
Snatcht  off  his  Crown,  and  gave  the  wreath  to  me 
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Since  when  (me  thinks )  my  braines  about  Joe  swim \ 
And  I  am  wilde  and  wanton  like  to  him. 


The  'Vision 

(kitting  alone  (as  one  forsook ) 
dose  by  a  Silver^ shedding  Brook; 
With  hands  held  up  to  ]Love/  I  wept; 
And  after  sorrowes  spen t/  I  slept: 

Then  in  a  Vision  I  did  see 
A  glorious  forme  appeare  to  me: 

A  Virgins  face  she  had;  her  dresse 
Was  like  a  sprightly  Spartanesse. 

A  silver  bow  with  green  silk  strung/ 
Down  from  her  comely  shoulders  hung: 
And  as  she  stood/  the  wanton  Aire 
Dandled  the  ringlets  of  her  haire. 

Her  legs  were  such  Diana  shows/ 

When  tuckt  up  she  a  hunting  goes; 
With  Buskins  shortned  to  descrie 
The  happy  dawning  of  her  thigh: 
Which  when  I  saw /I  made  accesse 
To  kisse  that  tempting  nakednesse: 

But  she  lorbad me/  with  a  wand 
0/  Aiirtle  she  had  in  her  hand: 

And  chidin g  me/  said/  Hence ,  Remove './ 
Herrick/  thou  art  too  coorse  to  love. 
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To  Virgins 

fhfeare  ye  Virgins/  and  lie  teach , 
What  the  times  of  old  did  preach. 
Rosamond  was  in  a  Bower 
Kept/  as  Danae  in  a  Tower: 

But  yet  Rove  ( who  subtile  is) 

Crept  to  that/  and  came  to  this. 

Be  ye  lockt  up  like  to  these , 

Or  the  rich  Hesperides; 

Or  those  Babies  in  your  eyes/ 

In  their  Christall  Nunneries 
Notwithstanding  Rove  will  win 'y 
Or  else  lorce  a  passage  in: 

And  as  coy  be/  as  you  can/ 

Gifts  will  get  ye/  or  the  man. 

To  Aiyrrha  hard-hearted 

Fold  now  thine  armes;  and  hang  the  head/ 
Like  to  a  Lillie  withered: 

Next/  look  thou  like  a  sickly  Afoone: 

Or  like  Jocasta  in  a  swoone. 

Then  weep/  and  sigh ,  and  softly  goe/ 

Like  to  a  widdow  drown  ’d in  woe: 

Or  like  a  Virgin  full  of  ruth/ 

For  the  lost  sweet-heart  of  her  youth : 
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And  all  because/  Faire  A  laid,  thou  art 
Insensible  of  all  my  smart ; 

And  of  those  evill  dayes  that  be 
Mow  posting  on  to  punish  thee. 

The  Gods  are  easie/  and  condemne 
Ad  such  as  are  not  soft  like  them. 

To  all  young  men  that  love 

I  could  wish  you  alt \  who  love/ 

That  ye  could  your  thoughts  remove 
From  your  Mistresses/  and  be/ 

Wisely  wanton  ( like  to  me.) 

I  could  wish  you  dispossest 
Gf  that  Fiend  that  mar  res  your  rest; 
And  with  Tapers  comes  to  fright 
Tour  weake  senses  in  the  night. 

I  co  d  wish ,  ye  all,  who  frie 
Gold  as  Ice/  or  coole  as  I. 

But  if  flames  best  like  ye/  then 
A  fuch  good  do  ’ t  ye  Gentlemen. 

I  a  merry  heart  will  keep/ 

While  you  wring  your  hands  and  weep. 

Lip  on  a  delaying  lady 

Gome  come  awa/; 

Gr  let  me  go ; 


Aiust  I  here  stay/ 

Because  y  'are  slow; 

And  will  continue  so  ? 
Troth  Lady/  no. 

I  scorne  to  he 
A  slave  to  state: 

And  since  I  m  free/ 

/  will  not  wait, 
Henceforth  at  such  a  rate, 
For  needy  Fate. 


If  you  desire 
My  spark  sho  ’  d  glow, 
The  peeping  fire 
"You  must  blow ; 

Or  I  shall  quickly  grow, 
To  Frost  or  Snow. 


L-Ipon  some  women 

Thou  who  wilt  not  love,  doe  this; 

Learne  of  me  what  Woman  is. 
Something  made  of  thred and  thrumme; 
A  meere  Botch  of  all  and  some. 

Pieces,  patches,  ropes  of  haire; 

In=laid  Garbage  ev’ry  where. 


Out=side  silk/  and  out=side  Fawne; 
Sceanes  to  cheat  us  neatly  drawne. 
False  in  legs/  and  false  in  thighes; 
False  in  breast/  teeth/  ha  ire/  and  eyes: 
False  in  head/  and  false  enough; 
Onely  true  in  shreds  and stuffe. 


The  Poet  loves  a  Aiistresse / 
hut  not  to  marry 

I  do  not  love  to  wed/ 

Though  I  do  like  to  wooe; 
And  for  a  maidenhead 
He  beg/  and  buy  it  too. 

He  praise/  and  He  approve 
Those  maids  that  never  vary; 
And  fervently  He  love; 

But  yet  I  would  not  marry. 

He  hug/  He  kisse/  He  play/ 

And  CocFlike  Hens  lie  tread: 
And  sport  it  any  way; 

But  in  the  Bridal l  Bed: 


For  why  ?  that  man  is  poore/ 
Who  hath  hut  one  oh  many; 
But  crown  ’el  he  is  with  store, 
Tha  t  single  may  have  any. 


Why  then/  say/  what  is  he 
(To  freeclome  so  unknown ) 
Who  having  two  or  three/ 
Will  he  content  with  one? 


To  his  /Mistresses 

Jffelpe  me!  helpe  me  l  now  I  call 
To  my  pretty  Witchcrafts  all: 

Old  / a m/  and  cannot  do 
That,  I  was  accustom  ’ d to. 

Bring  your  A!agicks/  hpels/  and  Tha rmes/ 
To  en  flesh  my  thigl isy  and armes: 

Is  there  no  way  to  heget 
In  my  limhs  their  former  heat? 
ylfson  had  (as  Poets  faine) 

Baths  that  made  him  young  againe : 

Find  that  Medicine  (if  you  can ) 

For  your  drie = de  ere p  id  man: 

W ho  would  faine  his  strength  renew/ 
Were  it  hut  to  pleasure  you. 
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No  Loothsoinnesse  in  love 

WliAt  /  f&ncy/  I  Approve/ 

No  Dislike  there  is  in  love: 

Be  my  Mistresse  short  or  toll/ 

And  distorted  there=witha  II: 

Be  she  likewise  one  of  those/ 

That  An  Acre  hAth  of  Nose: 

Be  her  foreheod/  And  her  eyes 
Full  of  incongruities: 

Be  her  cheeks  so  shAllow  too/ 

As  to  shew  her  Tongue  WAg  through: 
Be  her  lips  ilfhung/  or  set/ 

And  her  grinders  Hack  as  jet ; 

Ha ’s  she  thinne  haire/  hAth  she  none/ 
She  s  to  me  a  For  Agon. 


cy fn  Hymne  to  Love 

I  will  confesse 
With  Cheerfulnesse/ 
Love  is  a  thing  so  likes  me / 

ThAt  let  her  Ly 
On  me  a//  doy. 

He  kiss  the  hand  thAt  strikes  me. 
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/  will  not,  I, 

A low  blubb  ’ring/  cry/ 

It  (Ah  / )  too  late  repents  me 
That  I  did  fall 
To  love  at  all/ 

Since  love  so  much  contents  me. 

No,  no/  lie  be 
In  letters  free ; 

While  others  they  sit  wringing 
Their  hands  for  paine ; 
lie  enter taine 

The  wounds  of  love  with  singing. 

With  Flowers  and  'Wine , 
And  Cakes  Divine , 

To  strike  me  I  will  tempt  thee : 
Which  done ;  no  more 
lie  come  before 
Thee  and  thine  Altars  emptie. 


O  FLAME  OF  BEAUTY 


"T)ove  what  it  is 

Dove  is  a  circle  that  doth  restlesse  move 
In  the  same  sweet  eternity  of  love. 


C yT Ilymne  to  the  traces 

'When  I  love >  (as  some  have  told \ 
hove  I  shall  when  I  am  old) 

O  ye  Graces  !  male  me  ft 
For  the  welcoming  of  it. 

Clean  my  Roomes/  as  Temples  be/ 
T’ entertain  that  Deity. 

Give  me  words  wherewith  to  wooe/ 
Suppling  and successe full  too: 
Winning  postures ;  and  withal ( 

A  fanners  each  way  musical! : 
Sweetnesse  to  allay  my  sowre 
And  unsmooth  behaviour. 


Rovers  how  they  come  and  part 

c yf  Gyges  Ring  they  beare  about  them  stilly 
To  bey  and  not  seen  when  and  where  they  will. 

They  tread  on  cloudsy  and  though  they  sometimes  fally 
They  fall  life  dewy  but  make  no  noise  at  all. 
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So  silently  they  one  to  th  ’  other  come 
As  colours  steale  into  the  Peare  or  Plum , 

And  Airedike,  leave  no  pression  to  be  seen 
Where  e  ’ re  they  met,  or  parting  place  has  been. 


To  his  Adis tr esse  objecting  to  him  neither 
Toying  or  Talking 

You  5a/  I  love  not,  ’cause  I  doe  not  play 
Still  with  your  curies,  and  kisse  the  time  a  way. 
You.  blame  me  too,  because  I cann  ’t  devise 
Some  sport,  to  please  those  Babies  in  your  eyes: 
By  doves  Religion,  I  must  here  confesse  it, 

The  most  I  love,  when  I  the  least  expresse  it. 


Upon  dove 

I  held  Love ’s  head  while  it  did  ahe ; 

But  so  it  chanc  t  to  be ; 

The  cruell paine  did  his  forsake, 

And  forthwith  came  to  me. 

Ai  me!  How  shal my  grief e  be  stil’d? 
Or  where  else  shall  we  fnd 
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One  like  to  me ',  who  must  he  kill’d 
I  or  being  too=too=kindl 


To  Sycamores 


I’m  sick  of  Love;  0  let  me  lie 
Under  your  shades,  to  sleep  or  die l 
Either  is  welcome;  so  I  have 
Or  here  my  Bed,  or  here  my  Grave. 
Why  do  you  sigh,  and  sob,  and  keep 
Time  with  the  tears,  that  I  do  weep ? 
Say,  have  ye  sence,  or  do  you  prove 
What  Crucifixions  are  in  Love  ? 

I  know  ye  do;  and  that  s  the  why, 
you  sigh  for  Love,  as  well  as  I. 
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"Love  brought  me  to  a  silent  Grove, 

And  shew  ’d  me  there  a  Tree, 

'Where  some  had hang’d themselves  for  love, 
And  gave  a  Twist  to  me. 

’Twas  but  a  dream;  but  had  I  been 
There  really  alone; 

Afy  desp’ rate  feares,  in  love,  had  seen 
Aline  Execution. 
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o  JLove 


I  m  Free  From  thee;  and  thou  no  more  shaft  heare 
Aiy  puling  Pipe  to  heat  against  thine  ea re: 
Farewell  my  shackles,  (though  oF pearle  they  he) 
Such  precious  thraldome  ne  *r  shall  Fetter  me. 

He  loves  his  bonds,  who  when  the  First  are  broke, 
Submits  his  neck  unto  a  second  yoke. 


cyF  willow  Garland  thou  did’st  send 
PerFwn  ’d  ( last  day)  to  me : 

WZhich  did  but  only  this  portend, 

I  was  Forsooke  by  thee. 

Since  so  it  is;  lie  tell  thee  what, 

To  morrow  thou  shaft  see 
Ade  weare  the  Willow;  aFter  that, 

To  dye  upon  the  Tree. 

As  Beasts  imto  the  Altars  goe 
With  Garlands  drest,  so  / 

Will,  with  my  Willow  = wreath  also, 
Gome  Forth  and  sweetly  dye. 
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The  mad  Aiaids  song 

dood morrow  to  the  Day  so  fair ; 

Good  morning  Sir  to  you: 

Good  morrow  to  mine  own  torn  hair 
Bedabled  with  the  dew. 

Good  morning  to  this  Prim = rose  too ; 

Good  morrow  to  each  maid; 

That  will  with  flowers  the  Tomh  hestrew/ 
Wherein  my  Love  is  laid. 

Ah  woe  is  me/  woe/  woe  is  me/ 

Alack  and  welladay! 

Tor  pi  tty/  Sir/  fnd  out  that  Bee/ 

Which  bore  my  Love  away. 

Tie  seek  him  in  your  Bonnet  brave; 

He  seek  him  in  your  eyes; 

Nay/  now  I  think  th  ’ ave  made  his  grave 
f  th  bed  of  strawburies. 

He  seek  him  there;  I  know y  ere  this y 
The  cold/  cold  Earth  doth  shake  him; 
But  I  will gO/  or  send  a  kisse 
By  you/  Sir/  to  awake  him. 

Pray  hurt  him  not;  though  he  be  dead/ 
He  knowes  well  who  do  love  him / 
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hid  who  with  y reen=turfes  reare  his  head/ 
Ariel  who  do  rudely  move  him. 


He  ’s  soft  and  tender  ( Pray  take  heed) 
With  hands  of  Cow=slips  hind  him ; 
And briny  him  home/  hut  his  decreed/ 
That  I  shall  never  find  him. 


d)ips  Tonyuelesse 

For  my  part/  I  never  care 
For  those  lips/  that  tonyue=ty  d are: 
Tell=  tales  I  wo’ d have  them  he 
Of  my  Afistresse/  and  of  me. 

Let  them  prattle  how  that  I 
Sometimes  freeze /  and  sometimes  frie: 
Let  them  tell  how  she  doth  move 
Fore  -  or  backward  in  her  love: 

Let  them  speak  hy  yentle  tones/ 

One  and  th  ’others  passions: 

How  we  watch/  and seldome  sleep ; 
How  hy  Willowes  we  doe  weep: 
How  hy  stealth  we  meet/  and  then 
Kisse /  and  siyh /  so  part  ayen. 

This  the  lips  we  will  permit 
For  to  tell/  not  publish  it. 


ler  weeping 


The  by  the  River  sate,  and  sitting  there, 
She  wept,  and  made  it  deeper  by  a  teare. 


cpXIah  e  me  a  heaven;  and  make  me  there 
A  (any  a  lesse  and  greater  spheare. 

Alake  me  the  straight,  and  oblique  lines; 

The  Motions,  Rations,  and  the  Signes. 

Mak  e  me  a  Chariot,  and  a  Sun; 

And  let  them  through  a  ACodiac  run: 

Next,  place  me  Clones,  and  Tropicks  there; 
With  all  the  Seasons  of  the  Y^eare. 

Make  me  a  Sun = set;  and  a  Night: 

And  then  present  the  Mornings  flight 
Cloath’din  her  Chamlets  of  Delight. 

To  these,  make  Clouds  to  poure  downe  raine 
With  weather  foule,  then  faire  againe. 

And  when,  wise  Artist,  that  thou  hast, 

With  all  that  can  be,  this  heaven  grac’t; 

Ah!  wha  t  is  then  this  curious  skie, 

But  onely  my  Corinna  ’ s  eye  ? 


Z  o  His  Mistresse 


Choose  me  your  Valentine; 
1%/ext,  let  us  marry: 

Love  to  the  death  will  pine, 

If  we  long  tarry. 

Promise,  and  keep  your  vowes, 
Or  vow  ye  never: 

Loves  doctrine  disallowes 
I  rothdreakers  ever. 

You  have  broke  promise  twice 
('ll) ear e)  to  undoe  me; 

Ifyo  u  prove  faithlesse  thrice, 
Done  then  will  wooe  you. 

To  Electra 

I  dare  not  ask  a  kisse; 

I  dare  not  beg  a  smile; 

Lest  having  that,  or  this, 

I  might  grow  proud  the  while. 

No,  no,  the  utmost  share 
Of  my  desire,  shall  be 

Onely  to  kisse  that  Aire, 

That  lately  kissed  thee. 
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Upon  her  Aimes 

9-fee  hove  the  poore  do  waiting  stand \ 
For  the  expansion  of  thy  hand. 

A  wafer  Dol  d  by  thee,  will  swell 
Thousands  to  feed hy  miracle. 


The  Bracelet  of  Pearle:  to  Silvia 

I  brake  thy  Bracelet  gainst  my  will; 
yjnd/  wretched/  I  did  see 

Thee  discomposed  then /  and  still 
Art  discontent  with  me. 

(Due  jemme  was  lost;  and  I  will  get 
A  richer  pearle  for  thee / 

Then  evep  dearest  Silvia/  yet 
Was  drunk  to  Antonie. 

Op  for  revenge/  Tie  tell  thee  what 
Thou  for  the  breach  shalt  do ; 

First/  crack  the  strings >  and  after  that , 
Cleave  thou  my  heart  in  two. 

To  the  Western  wind 

fweet  Western  Wind/  whose  luck  it  is > 
(A'fade  rivall  with  the  aire ) 
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To  give  Perenna ’s  lip  a  Idsse/ 

And  fan  her  wanton  haire. 

Bring  me  hut  one/  He  promise  thee/ 
Instead  of  common  showers/ 

Thy  wings  shall  he  embalm  d  hy  me , 
And  all  heset  with  flowers. 


To  Perenna 

When  I  thy  Parts  runne  o  ’re/  I  can  ’ t  espie 
In  any  oney  the  least  indecencie: 

But  every  Line/  and  Limb  diffused  thence/ 

A  faire,  and  unfamiliar  excellence: 

So/  that  the  more  I  loo the  more  / prove , 

Ther’s  still  more  cause /  why  I  the  more  should  love. 


To  Anthea/ 

who  may  command  him  any  thing 

Bid  me  to  live ,  and  I  will  live 
Thy  Protestant  to  he: 

Or  hid  me  love 'v  and  I  wi  Us  ive 
A  loving  heart  to  thee. 
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A  heart  as  soft ,  a  heart  as  kind, 

A  heart  as  sound  and  free/ 

As  in  the  whole  world  thou  canst  fin 
That  heart  lie  give  to  thee. 

Bid  that  heart  stay/  and  it  will  stay/ 
To  honour  thy  D  ecree: 

Or  hid  it  languish  quite  a  way, 

And  t  shall  doe  so  for  thee. 

Bid  me  to  weep/  and  I  will  weep/ 
While  I  have  eyes  to  see: 

And  having  none ,  yet  I  will  keep 
A  heart  to  weep  for  thee. 

Bid  me  despaire/  and  He  despaire/ 
Under  that  Cypresse  tree: 

Or  hid  me  die,  and  f  will  dare 
E’en  Death ,  to  die  for  thee. 


The  Night-piece,  to  Abulia 

CTfer  Ey  es  the  Clow-worme  lend  thee, 
The  Shooting  Star  res  attend  thee 
And  the  Elves  also, 

Whose  little  eyes  glow, 

Like  the  sparks  of  fre,  h  elriend  thee. 


No  VM-o’th’-Wispe  mis=  lisht  thee; 
Nor  snake,  or  Slow  =worme  Site  thee: 
But  on,  on  thy  way 
Not  making  a  stay, 

Since  Ghost  ther’s  none  to  affright  thee. 

Let  not  the  darke  thee  cumber; 

What  though  the  A  loon  do’s  slumber? 
The  Starres  of  the  night 
Will  lend  thee  their  light, 

Like  Tapers  cleare  without  number. 

Then  duli a  let  me  wooe  thee, 

Thus,  thus  to  come  unto  me: 

And  when  I  shall  meet 
Thy  silv  ’ry  feet, 

Aly  soule  lie  poure  into  thee. 


JTis  parting  from  Airs.  Dorothy  Ifencday 

When  I  didgoe  from  thee,  I  felt  that  smart, 

Which  Bodies  do,  when  Souls  from  them  depart. 

Thou  did’st  not  mind  it;  though  thou  then  might  st  see 
Ale  turn  ’d to  tears;  yet  did  st  not  weep  for  me. 

1 Tis  true,  I  kist  thee;  but  I  co  ’d not  heare 
Thee  spend  a  sigh,  t  accompany  my  teare. 

Ale  thought  twas  strange,  that  thou  so  hard sho  ’dst  prove, 
Whose  heart,  whose  hand,  whose  ev’ry  part  spake  love. 
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Prethee  ( lest  Afaids  sho  d  censure  thee )  hut  say 
Thou  shed’st  one  teare ,  when  as  I  went  away; 
And  that  will  please  me  somewhat:  though  I  knoWy 
And  Love  will  swear’ ty  my  Dearest  did  not  so. 

Upon  a  black  Twisty  rounding  the  Anne 
of  the  (fount esse  of  (far life 
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I  saw  about  her  spotlesse  wrist, 

Of  blackest  silky  a  curious  twist; 

Whichy  circumvolving  gently ,  there 
Enthralld  her  Armey  as  Prisoner. 

Dark  was  the  dayle;  but  as  if  light 
Mad  met  t engender  with  the  night; 

Or  sOy  as  Darhnesse  made  a  stay 
Tosh  ew  at  oncey  both  night  and  day. 

One  fancie  more  !  but  if  there  be 
Such  Freedome  in  Captivity; 

I  beg  of  L  ovey  that  ever  I 

Aiay  in  like  Chains  of  Darknesse  lie. 

Upon  Airs.  Eliz :  Wheeled  under  the  name 
of  Amarillis 

fweet  AniarilliSy  by  a  Spring ’s 
Soft  and  soule=melting  murmuringSy 


Slept;  And  thus  sleeping  thither  flew 
A  Robin=Red=  Brest;  who  At  view, 

Not  seeing  her  At  aII  to  stir, 

Brought  leAves  And mosse  to  cover  her: 

But  while  he,  perhing,  there  did prie 
About  the  Arch  of  either  eye; 

The  lid  begAn  to  let  out  dAy; 

At  which  poore  Robin  flew  aw  Ay: 

And  seeing  her  not  deAd,  but  aII  disleAv’d; 

He  chirpt  for  joy,  to  see  himself  disceAV  'd. 

cy/ Dialogue  betwixt  fiimselfe  and  Afistresse  Eliza 
WBieeler,  under  the  name  of  Amarillis 

o\iy  dearest  Rove,  since  thou  wilt  go, 

And  leave  me  here  behind  thee; 

For  love  or  pitie  let  me  know 

The  place  where  I  may  fnd  thee. 

Amaril.  In  country  Aleadowes  pearl'd  with  Few, 

And  set  about  with  Tillies; 

There  filling  Aiaunds  with  Cowslips,  you 
May  find  your  Amarillis. 

What  have  the  Afeades  to  do  with  thee, 

Or  with  thy  youthfull  houres  ? 
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Her. 


Live  thou  at  Cour t,  where  thou  mayst  he 
The  Queen  of  men,  not  flowers. 

Let  Country  wenches  make  ’em  fine 
With  Poesies/  since  ’tis  fitter 

For  thee  with  richest  Femmes  to  shine. 
And  like  the  Starres  to  glitter. 

Amaril.  y ou  set  too  high  a  rate  upon 
A  Shepheardess  so  homely y 

Her.  Believe  it  (dearest)  ther  ’s  not  one 

I’th  ’  Court  that ’s  halfe  so  comly. 

I  prithee  stay.  (Am.)  I  must  away, 

Lets  kiss  frst,  then  we  ’l  sever. 

Amho.  And  though  we  hid  adieu  to  day, 

Wee  shall  not  part  for  ever. 


The  App&rition  of  his  Aiistresse  calling  him 
to  Elizium 

fDesunt  nonnulla - 

Come  then,  and  like  two  Doves  with  silv  ’rie  wings, 
Let  our  soules  flie  to’  th’  shades,  where  ever  springs 
Sit  smiling  in  the  Meads;  where  Baltne  and  Oile, 
Roses  and  Cassia  crown  the  untill’d soy le. 
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Where  no  disease  raignes,  or  infection  comes 
To  blast  the  Aire/  but  Aniber=greece  and  Gums. 
This,  that,  and ev’ry  Thicket  doth  transpire 
Adore  sweet >  then  Storax  from  the  hallowed  fire: 
Where  ev’ry  tree  a  wealthy  issue  beares 
Gf  fragrant  Apples,  blushing  Plums,  or  Peares: 
And  all  the  shrubs,  with  sparkling  spangles,  shew 
Tike  Aborning  =  Sun= shine  tinsilling  the  dew. 

Here  in  green  Afeddowes  sits  eternall  Alay, 
Purfling  the  Alargents,  while  perpetual l  Day 
So  double  gilds  the  Aire,  as  that  no  night 
Can  ever  rust  th  ’  Enamel  of  the  light. 

Here,  naked  Younglings,  handsome  Striplings  run 
Their  Goales  for  Virgins  kisses;  which  when  done, 
Then  unto  Dancing  forth  the  learned  Round 
Commixt  they  meet,  with  endlesse  Roses  crown  d. 
And  here  we  ’l  sit  on  Primrose-banks,  and  see 
Tove  ’ s  Ch  orus  led  by  Cupid;  and  we  ’l  be 
Two  loving  followers  too  unto  the  Grove , 

Where  Poets  sing  the  stories  of  our  love. 

To  Atistresse  Alary  Willand 

Gne  more  by  Thee,  Tove,  and  Desert  have  sent, 
T  enspangle  this  expansive  Firmament. 

G  Flame  of  Beauty !  come,  appeare,  appeare 
A  Virgin  Taper,  ever  shining  here. 


To  Anthea. 

Tets  call  for  Hymen  if  agreed  thou  art ; 
Delays  in  love  hut  crucife  the  heart. 

Loves  thornie  Tapers  yet  neglected  lye: 

Speak  thou  the  wordy  they’ l kindle  hy  and hy. 
The  nimhle  howers  wooe  us  on  to  wed/ 

And  Genius  waits  to  have  us  both  to  bed. 
Behold/  for  us  the  IVak  ed  Graces  stay 
With  maunds  of  roses  for  to  strew  the  way. 


The  delaying  Bride 

Why  so  slowly  do  you  move 
To  the  centre  of  your  love  l 
On  your  niceness  though  we  wait > 
yht  the  houres  say  ’ tis  late: 
Coynesse  takes  us  to  a  measure ; 
But  o  racted deads  the  pleasure. 
Go  to  Bed/  and  care  not  when 
Cheerfull  day  shall  spring  a gen. 
One  Brave  Captain  did  command \ 
( By  his  word)  the  Sun  to  stand: 
One  short  charme  if  you  but  say 
Will  enforce  the  Afoon  to  stay/ 
Tilly  ou  warn  her  hence  ( away) 
T’ave  your  blushes  seen  by  day. 
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Cy^f  Nuptial!  Verse  to  jVlistresse  Elizabeth  Ecey 


now  Lady  Trade 

%  Spring  with  the  L&rke/  most  comely  Bride/  and  meet 
Four  eager  Bridegroome  with  auspitious  feet 
The  Adorn  ’s  farre  spent ;  and  the  immortal I  Sunne 
Corrols  his  cheeke/  to  see  those  Rites  not  done. 

Fie /  Lovely  maid!  Indeed  you  are  too  slow/ 

When  to  the  Temple  Love  sho  ’d  runne/  not  go. 
Dispatch  your  dressing  then;  and  quickly  wed: 

Then  feast/  and  coy’ t  a  little;  then  to  Led. 

This  day  is  Loves  day;  and  this  Susie  night 
Is  yours >  in  which  you  challeng’d  are  to  fght 
With  such  an  arm  ’d/  hut  such  an  easie  Foe y 
As  will  if  you  yeeld/  lye  down  conquer’d  too. 

The  Field  is  pitcht;  hut  such  must  he  your  warreS/ 

As  tha  t  your  kisses  must  out=vie  the  Starres. 

Fall  down  together  vanquisht  both ,  an  dlye 
Drown  d  in  the  hloud  of  Rubies  there y  not  die. 


Cy T  jNuptia.ll  Song y  or  Epithalamie y  on  Sir 
Clipseby  Crew  and  bis  Lady 

What  ’s  that  we  see  from  far  ?  the  spring  of  Day 
Bloom  ’d Irom  the  Fast/  or  faire  Injewel’ d  Alay 


Blowne  out  of  April;  or  some  ISlew- 
Star  fill’d  with  glory  to  our  view/ 

Reaching  at  heaven , 

To  adde  a  nohler  Planet  to  the  seven  ? 

Say/  or  doe  we  not  descrie 
Some  Coddesse,  in  a  cloud  of  Tiffanie 
To  move/  or  rather  the 
Emergent  den  us  from  the  Sea  ? 

Tis  she!  tis  she!  or  else  some  more  Divine 
Enlightned substance;  mark,  how  from  the  Shrine 
0/  holy  Saints  she  paces  on, 

Treading  upon  dermilion 

And  Amber;  Spice= 

ing  the  Chafte  Aire  with  fumes  of  Paradise. 

Then  come  on,  come  on,  and yeeld 
A  savour  like  unto  a  blessed  field, 

When  the  bedabled Aiorne 
Washes  the  golden  cares  of  come. 

See  where  she  comes;  and  smell  how  all  the  street 
Breathes  dine=yards  and Pomgranats:  0  how  sweet! 
As  a  fir  ’ d  Altar,  is  each  stone, 

Perspiring  pounded  Eynamon. 

The  Phenix  nest, 

Built  up  of  odours,  burneth  in  her  breast. 


Who  therein  wo ’cl  not  consume 
His  soule  to  Ash=heaps  in  that  rich  perfume ? 

Bestroaking  Fate  the  while 
He  burnes  to  Emhers  on  the  Pile. 


Hi  men/  O  Himen!  Tread  the  sacred  ground; 

Shew  thy  white  feet/  and  head  with  Marjoram  crown  ’  d: 
Mount  up  thy  flames/  and  let  thy  Torch 
Display  the  Bridegroom  in  the  porch/ 

In  his  desires 

More  towring >  more  disparJcling  then  thy  fres: 

Shew  her  how  his  eyes  do  turne 
And  route  about/  and  in  their  motions  l time 

Their  halls  to  Cindars:  haste/ 

Or  else  to  ashes  he  will  waste. 


Glide  by  the  banks  of  Virgins  then /  and  passe 
The  Shewers  of  Roses,  lucky =foure=leav’d grasse: 

The  while  the  cloud  of  younglings  sing/ 

And  drown  yee  with  a  flowrie  Spring: 

While  some  repeat 

Your  praise/ and  bless  you/  sprinkling  you  with  Wheat: 

While  that  others  doe  divine y 
Blest  is  the  Bride/  on  whom  the  Sun  doth  shine y 
And  thousands  gladly  wish 
Yon  multiply/  as  doth  a  Fish. 


And heautious  Bride  we  do  confess  y  ’ are  wise/ 

In  dealing  forth  these  hash  full  jealousies: 

In  fov  s  name  do  so;  and  a  price 
Set  on  your  selfe/  hy  being  nice: 

But  yet  take  heed; 

What  now  you  seem y  he  not  the  same  indeed/ 

And turne  Apostate:  love  will 
Part  of  the  way  he  met;  or  sit  stone-still 

On  then ,  and  though  you  slow- 
ly  go /  yet/  howsoever/  go. 

And  now  y  ’ are  enter  ’d;  see  the  Codied  Cook 
Runs  from  his  Torrid  Phone/  to  prie ,  and  look/ 

And  hlesse  his  dainty  Alistresse:  see/ 

The  Aged  point  out/  This  is  she / 

Who  now  must  sway 

The  House  (love  shield  her)  with  her  J/ea  an  d  A lay: 

And  the  smirk  Butler  thinks  it 
Sin /  in ’s  Wap  lie/  not  to  express  his  wit; 

lach  striving  to  devise 
Some  gin/  wherewith  to  catch  your  eyes. 

To  bed/  to  bed/  kind  Turtles /  now/  and  write 
This  the  shorf  st  day,  and  this  the  longest  night; 

But  yet  too  short  for  you:  his  we, 

Who  count  this  night  as  long  as  three / 


Lying  alone, 

Telling  the  Clock  strike  Ten,  Eleven,  Twelve,  One. 

Quickly,  quickly  then  prepare; 

An d  let  the  Y oung=men  And  the  Bridesmaids  share 
Your  Garters;  and  their  joynts 
Encircle  with  the  Bride  = grooms  Points. 

By  the  Brides  eyes,  and  hy  the  teeming  life 
Gf  her  green  hopes,  we  charge  ye,  that  no  strife, 

( Earth  er  then  Gentlenes  tends)  gets  place 
Among  ye,  striving  lor  her  lace: 

0  doe  not  fall 

Foule  in  these  nolle  pastimes,  lest  ye  call 
Discord  in,  and  so  divide 

The  youth  full  Bride=groom,  and  the  fragrant  Bride: 

Which  Love  fore=fend;  hut  spoken 
Be ’t  to  your  praise,  no  peace  was  broken. 

Strip  her  of  Spring=time,  tender  =  whim pring= maids, 

A low  Autumne  ’s  come,  when  all  those  flowrie  aids 
Gf  her  Delay  es  must  end;  Dispose 
That  Lady=smock,  that  Pansie,  and  that  Rose 
Neatly  apart; 

But  for  Prick=madam,  and  for  Gentledieart; 

And so  ft= Maidens =blush,  the  Bride 
Mak  es  holy  these,  all  others  lay  aside: 
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Then  strip  hep  or  unto  her 
Let  him  come/  who  dares  undo  her. 

A^d  to  enchant  yee  more /  see  every  where 
About  the  Roofe  a  Syren  in  a  Sph  ere; 

(As  we  think )  singing  to  the  dinne 
Of  many  a  warbling  Cherubim: 

0  marke  yee  how 

The  soule  of  Nature  melts  in  numbers:  now 
See/  a  thousand  Cupids  flye/ 

To  light  their  Tapers  at  the  Brides  bright  eye. 

To  Bed;  or  her  they  ’l  tire/ 

Were  she  an  Element  of  fre. 

And  to  your  more  bewitching/  see/  the  proud 
Plumpe  Bed  beare  up/  and  swelling  like  a  cloud/ 
Tempting  the  two  too  modest;  can 
(Se  see  it  brusle  like  a  Swarp 

And  you  be  cold 

To  meet  it ■,  when  it  woo  s  and  seemes  to  fold 
The  Armes  to  hugge  it  f  throw/  throw 
ySur  selves  into  the  mighty  over=  flow 

Of  that  white  Pride ,  and  Drowne 
The  night >  with  you ,  in  floods  of  Downe. 

The  bed  is  ready/  and  the  maze  of  Love 
Look  es  for  the  t readers;  every  where  is  wove 
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Wit  and  new  misterie;  read/  and 
Put  in  practise/  to  understand 

And  know  eadi  wile , 

Each  hierogly pluck  of  a  kisse  or  smile ; 

And  do  it  to  the  full;  reach 
HiSh  in  your  own  conceipt/  and  some  way  teach 
Nature  an  d  Ar^  one  more 
Play  then  they  ever  knew  before. 

II  needs  we  must  for  Ceremonies = sake/. 

Blesse  a  Sack=posset;  Luck  go  with  it;  take 

The  Night =  Char  me  quickly;  you  have  spells / 
And  magicks  for  to  end/  and  hells/ 

To  passe;  but  such 

And  of  such  Torture  as  no  one  would grutcli 
To  live  therein  for  ever:  Trie 
And  consume/  and  prow  again  to  die/ 

And  live/  and  in  that  case > 

Love  the  confusion  of  the  place. 

But  since  It  must  be  done •,  dispatch/  and sowe 
Up  in  a  sheet  your  Bride r,  and  what  if  so 
It  be  with  Rock/  or  wa  lies  of  Brass e, 
yh  Towre  her  up/  as  Danae  was; 

Thinke  you  that  this / 

Or  hell  it  selfe  a  powerful  Bulwarke  is  ? 
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I  tell yee  no ;  hut  like  a 
Bold  holt  of  thunder  he  will  make  his  way. 

And  rend  the  cloud/  and  throw 
The  sheet  about/  like  flakes  of  snow. 

All  now  is  husht  in  silence ;  Midwife  = mo  one/ 

With  all  her  Owle=ey  ’ d  issue  begs  a  boon 

Which  you  must  grant/  that  s  entrance ;  with 
Which  extract/  all  we  can  call  pith 
And  quintiscence 

Of  Planetary  bodies y  so  commence 
AH  faire  Constellations 
Booking  upon  yee/  That  two  Nations 

Springing  from  two  such  Fires/ 
Aiay  blaze  the  vertue  of  their  Sires. 
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BELLMAN  OF  THE  NIGTIT 


TTe  is  the  Bodies  Light 


Fife  is  the  Bodies  light;  which  once  declining/ 

Those  crimson  clouds  i th  ’cheeks  Sc  lips  leave  shining. 
Those  counter = changed  Tabbies  in  the  ayre/ 

( The  Sun  once  set )  all  of  one  colour  are. 

So/  when  Death  comes /  Fresh  tinctures  lose  their  place/ 
A^d  dismall  Darknesse  then  doth  smutch  the  face. 


The  Body 

The  Body  is  the  Soules  poore  house/  or  home/ 

Whose  Ribs  the  Taths  a re/  Sc  whose  Flesh  the  Toame. 


To  Tor  tune 


Tumble  me  down ,  and  I  will  sit 
Upon  my  mines  (smiling  yet:) 

Teare  me  to  tatters ;  yet  1  le  be 
Patient  in  my  necessitie. 

Laugh  at  my  scraps  of  cloatliSy  and  shun 
A4e/  as  a  fear’d  infection: 

J/ et  sea  rre  = crow  dike  I  le  wa  Ik ,  as  one y 
Neglecting  thy  derision. 
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dHfis  Cavalier 

Qive  me  that  man /  that  dares  bestride 
The  active  Sea=horse/  8c  with  pride , 
Through  that  huge  field  of  waters  ride: 
Who ,  with  his  looks  too/  can  appease 
The  ruffling  winds  and  raging  Seas/ 

In  mid  st  of  all  their  outrages. 

This/  this  a  virtuous  man  can  doe/ 

Saile  against  Rocks/  and  split  them  too; 
I!  and  a  world  of  Pikes  passe  through. 


J~Lis  desire 

\ 

me  a  man  that  is  not  dull 
When  all  the  world  with  rifts  is  full: 
But  unamaz  ’d  dares  clearely  sing/ 
When  as  the  roof ’s  a  tottering: 

An d/  though  it  falls /  continues  still 
Tickling  the  Citterne  with  his  quill. 


Or  earn  es 

dlere  we  are  all,  hy  day;  By  night  w’ are  hurl’d 
By  dreames/  each  one ■,  into  a  sev’rall world. 
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le  camming  o 
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do  Good=luck  came,  and  on  my  roofe  did  light, 
Tike  noyse=lesse  Snow,  or  as  the  dew  of  night: 
Not  all  at  once,  hut  gently >  a.?  the  trees 
Are,  hy  the  Sundeams,  ti chel’d  hy  degrees. 


Fade  dayes: 


or. 


awnes 


Faire  was  the  Dawne,  and  hut  e  ’ ne  now  the  Skies 
Shew' d like  to  Creame,  enspir’d  with  Strawberries: 
But  on  a  sudden,  all  was  chang’d  and  gone 
That  smil’d  in  that  frst=sweet  complexion. 

Then  Th  un  der= cl  a  ps  and  fightning  did  conspire 
To  teare  the  world,  or  set  it  all  on  fire. 

What  trust  to  things  helow,  when  as  we  see, 

As  Men,  the  Heavens  have  their  Hypocrisie  ? 


cy\Aen  mind  no  state  in  sicknesse 

That  flow  of  Gallants  which  approach 
To  kisse  thy  hand  from  out  the  coach, 
That  fleet  of  T  a  ckeyes,  which  do  run 
Before  thy  swift  Postilion, 
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Those  strong=hool  ’  d  A  fules,  which  we  behold, 
Rein  din  with  Purple,  Pearl,  android. 

And  shod  with  silver,  prove  to  he 
The  drawers  of  the  axeltree. 

Thy  Wife,  thy  Children,  and  the  state 
0/  Persian  Toomes,  and  antique  Plate: 

All  these,  and  more,  shall  then  afford 
A Jo  joy  to  thee  their  sickly  Lord. 


JTis  Grange 

Clfow  well  contented  in  this  private  Grange 
Spend  I  my  life  ( that  ’s  subject  unto  change :) 

Under  whose  Roofe  with  Afosse=worke  wrought,  there  I 
K.isse  my  Brown  wife,  and  black  Posterity. 


T  o  Diancme 

ffweet,  be  not  proud  ol  those  two  eyes, 
Which  Star  dike  sparkle  in  their  skies: 
I\lor  be  you  proud,  that  you  can  see 
AH  hearts  your  captives ;  yours,  yet  free: 
Be  you  not  proud  of  that  rich  haire, 
Which  wantons  with  the  Tove=sick  aire: 

loO 


When  as  that  RiibiCy  which  you  weare, 
Sunk  from  the  tip  of  your  soft  eare/ 

Wilt  last  to  he  a  precious  Stone/ 

When  all  your  world  of  Beautie  ’ s  gone. 

Upon  Prudence  Baldwin  her  sick n esse 

Pruey  my  dearest  A4aid/  is  sick/ 
Almost  to  he  Lunatick: 
yfsculapius  !  come  and  bring 
Aleans  for  her  recovering; 

And  a  gallant  Cock  shall  he 
Offer’d  up  hy  Hep  to  Thee. 


Upon  Prew  his  A4aid 

In  this  little  LIrne  is  laid 
Prewdence  Baldwin  (once  my  maid) 
From  whose  happy  spark  here  let 
Spring  the  purple  Violet 


Upon  a  child  that  dyed 

Cffere  she  lies a  pretty  hud/ 
lately  made  of  flesh  and  hlood: 


lot 


M 


Who,  as  soone/  lell  fast  asleep, 
As  her  little  eyes  Aid  peep. 

Give  her  strewings  ;  hut  not  stir 
The  earth,  that  lightly  covers  her. 


cyfn  Epitaph  upon  a  Virgin 

d~fere  a  solemne  Fast  we  Iceepe, 
While  all  beauty  lyes  asleep 
Musht  he  all  things;  (no  noyse  here ) 
But  the  toning  of  a  tea  re  : 

Or  a  sigh  of  such  as  bring 
Cowslips  for  her  covering. 


o  n  himself e 

Young  I  was,  hut  now  am  old, 
But  I  am  not  yet  grown  cold; 

I  can  play,  and  l  can  twine 
’Bout  a  Virgin  like  a  Vine: 

In  her  lap  too  /  can  lye 
Melting,  and  in  fancie  die: 
And  return  to  life,  if  she 
C laps  my  cheek,  or  kisseth  me; 
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Thus >  and  thus  it  now  appears 
That  our  love  out= lasts  our  yeeres. 


On  Himself e 

Weepe  for  the  cleacf/  for  they  have  lost  this  light: 
And  weepe  lor  me/  lost  in  an  endlesse  night 
Or  mourne/  or  make  a  Aiarble  Verse  for  me 
Who  writ  for  many.  Benedicite. 


To  his  (Tloset=OocIs 

When  I  goe  Hence  ye  Closet=Gods/  I  fea re 
Never  againe  to  have  ingression  here: 

Where  I  have  had/  what  ever  thing  co  ’d  he 
Pleasant >  and  precious  to  my  Aiuse  and  me. 
Besides  rare  sweetsy  I  had  a  Book  which  none 
Co  d reade  the  Intext  hut  my  selfe  alone. 

About  the  Cover  of  this  Book  there  went 
A  curious = comely  clean  Compartlement: 

And,  in  the  midst/  to  grace  it  more/  was  set 
A  blushing^ pretty = peeping  Rubelet: 

But  now  ’tis  clos  d;  and  being  shut/  Sc  seal’d/ 

Be  it/  O  be  it/  never  more  reveal’d! 

Keep  here  stilt \  Closet=Cods >  ’fore  whom  I’ve  set 
Oblations  oft ,  of  sweetest  Aiarmelet. 
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To  the  Nigh tinga le,  and  To h  in=Red-hrest 

When  I  departed  am./  ring  thou  my  knell, 
Thou  pittifuli \  and  pretty  Philomel: 

And  when  I’m  laid  out  for  a  Corse ;  then  he 
Thou  Sexton  ( Red=hrest )  for  to  cover  me. 


To  Rohin  Red- h  rest 

"Paid  out  for  dead,  let  thy  last  kindnesse  he 
With  leaves  and  mosses  work  for  to  cover  me: 
And  while  the  Wood-nimphs  my  cold  corps  inter, 
Sing  thou  my  Dirge,  sweet- wa rh ling  Chorister! 
For  Epitaph,  in  Foliage,  next  write  this, 

Mere,  here  the  Tomh  of  Rohin  Merrick  is. 


When  that  day  comes,  whose  evening  sayes  I’m  gone 
Unto  that  watrie  Desolation: 

Devoutly  to  thy  Closet-gods  then  pray, 

That  my  wing  ’d ship  may  meet  no  Remora. 

Those  Deities  which  circum-wa  Ik  the  Seas, 

And  look  upon  our  dreadful l passages, 

Will  from  all  dangers,  re-deliver  me, 

For  one  drink-offering,  poured  out  hy  thee. 
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Alercie  and  Truth  live  with  thee  !  and  forbeare 
fin  my  short  absence )  to  unsluce  a  tea  re: 

But  yet  for  Toves=salce,  let  thy  lips  doe  this/ 
Give  my  dead  picture  one  engendring  Idsse : 
Worlc  that  to  life/  and  let  me  ever  dwell 
In  thy  remembrance  (Julia.)  So  farewell. 

^  Being  once  blind.,  his  request  to  Biancha 

When  age  or  Chance  has  made  me  blind, 

So  that  the  path  I  cannot  find: 

And  when  my  falls  and  stumblings  are 
Adore  then  the  stones  i  ’  th  ’ street  by  farre : 
Goe  thou  afore;  and  I  shall  well 
Follow  thy  Perfumes  by  the  smell: 

Gr  be  my  guide;  and  I  shall  be 
Ted  by  some  light  that  flows  from  thee. 

Thus  held,  or  led  by  thee,  I  shall 
In  wayes  con  f us  d,  nor  slip  OT  fdl. 

To  A  nihea 

If  dear e  Anthea,  my  hard  fate  it  be 
To  live  some  few=sad=howers  after  thee: 

Thy  sacred  Corse  with  Gdours  I  will  burne; 
And  with  my  Tawrell  crown  thy  Golden  Lime. 
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Then  holding  up  (there)  such  religious  Things/ 
As  were  ( time  post)  thy  holy  Filitings : 

There  to  thy  Reverend  Pitcher  I  will  foil 
Town  deod  for  grief,  ond  end  my  woes  witholl: 
So  three  in  one  smoll  plot  of  ground  sholl  ly/ 
Antheo/  Herrick y  ond  his  Poetry. 


The  Bell-man 

From  noise  of  Score= fires  rest  ye  free/ 
From  Adurders  Benedicitie. 

From  oil  mis  chonces/  thot  moy  fright 
Tour  pleosing  slumbers  in  the  night: 
Aiercie  secure  ye  oil/  ond  keep 
The  Goblin  from  ye/  while  ye  sleep. 
Post  one  a  clock/  ond  olmost  two/ 

A4y  Aiosters  oft \  Good  doy  to  you. 


(His  age 

F)ive  in  thy  peace;  os  for  my  selfc/ 
When  I  om  bruised  on  the  Shelfe 
Gf  Time ,  ond  show 
A4y  locks  behung  with  frost  ond  snow : 


When  with  the  reume/ 

The  cough,  the  ptisick ,  I  consume 
Unto  an  almost  nothing;  then \, 

The  As  es  fled,  lie  call  agen: 

And  with  a  tea  re  compare  these  last 
Tame,  and  had  times,  with  those  are  past, 
While  Baucis  hy, 

Aiy  old  leane  wife,  shall  kisse  it  dry: 

And  so  we  l  sit 

By  ’  th  ’  fire,  foretelling  snow  and  slit, 

And  weather  hy  our  aches,  grown 
l\low  old  enough  to  he  our  own 

True  Calenders,  as  Pusses  eare 
Washt  ore  s  to  tell  what  change  is  neare: 

Then  to  asswage 
The  gripings  of  the  chine  hy  age ; 

Tie  call  my  young 
Tulus  to  sing  such  a  song 
I  made  upon  my  Julia  s  hrest; 

And  of  her  hlush  at  such  a  feast 

Then  shall  he  read  that  flowre  of  mine 
Enclos’d  within  a  chris  tall  shrine : 

A  Primrose  next ; 

A  piece ,  then  of  a  higher  text: 
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For  to  beget 

In  me  a  more  transcendant  heate, 

Then  that  insinuating  fire/ 

Which  crept  into  each  aged  Sire/ 

When  the  faire  Hellen \,  from  her  eyes/ 
Shot  forth  her  loving  Sorceries: 

At  which  Fie  reare 
Aline  aged  limbs  above  my  chaire: 

And  hearing  it, 

Flutter  and  crow,  as  in  a  ft 
Of  fresh  concupiscence ,  and  cry, 

No  lust  theres  like  to  Poetry. 


O&dly  I  walk  t  within  the  feld, 

To  see  what  comfort  it  wo  ’d yeeld: 

And  as  I  went  my  private  way, 

An  Olive=branch  before  me  lay : 

And  seeing  it,  I  made  a  stay. 

And  took  it  up,  and  view  ’d it;  then 
Kissing  the  Omen,  said  Amen : 

Be,  be  it  so,  and  let  this  be 
A  Divination  unto  me: 

That  in  short  time  my  woes  shall  cease; 
And  Dove  shall  crown  my  End  with  Peace. 
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o/l ]'  Robert  /  lericle  his  farwell  vnto  Poetrie 


I haue  behelde  two  loners  in  a  night 

(Hatch ’t  o  ’re  with  A4oone=shine/  from  their  stolen  delight ) 
When  this  to  that/  and  that/  to  this/  had giuen 
A  hisse  to  such  a  Jewell  of  the  heaiien: 

Or  while  that  each  from  other’s  breath  did  dr  in  eke 
Healthes  to  the  Rose /  the  Violet/  or  Pinke 
Call’d  on  the  suddayne  by  the  Jea  louse  Another/ 

Some  strickter  Afns'  or  suspitious  other 
Vrging  diuor cement  ( worse  then  death  to  theisj 
By  th  e  soone  gingling  of  some  sleepy  keyes > 

Parte  wfi  a  hasty  e  kisse;  and  in  that  shew 
How  stay  thay  would/  yet  forc’t  thay  are  to  goe. 

Euen  such  are  wee;  and  in  our  parting >  doe 
Hoe  otherwise  then  as  those  former  two 
HatureS/  like  ours >  wee  who  haue  spent  our  tyme 
Both  from  the  Adorning  to  the  Euening  Chyme; 

Hay  tell  the  Bellman  of  the  Hight  had  tould 
Past  Hoone  of  night/  yett  weare  the  howers  not  old 
Nor  dull  d  wth  Iron  sleeps;  but  haue  out=worne 
The  fresh  and  fay  rest  flourish  of  the  Aforne 
Wfi  Flame/  and  Rapture;  drincking  to  the  odd 
Numb  er  of  Hyne/  wch  makes  vs  full  w  fi  Cod/ 

And  In  that  Misti  eke  frenzie ,  wee  haue  hurl  de 
( As  wfi  a  Tempeste)  Nature  through  the  worlde 


/I  i  id  In  a  WhirBwynd  twirld  her  home,  agast 
Att  that  wch  in  her  extasie  had  past ; 

Thus  Crownd  with  Rose  Rudds,  Sacke,  thou  mad’st  mee  flye 
Like  fer*  drakes,  yett  did’st  mee  no  harme  therhy. 

0  thou  Allmightye  Nature,  who  did’st  giue 
True  heate,  whearw  li  humanitie  doth  liue 
Beyond  its  stinted  Circle;  giueing  foode 
f  White  Fame )  and  Resurrection  to  the  Good, 

Soaring  them  vpp,  houe  Ruyne,  till  the  doome 
(The  generall  Aprill  of  the  worldej  dothe  Come, 

That  makes  all  eequall  Alanye  thowsands  should 
(  Wert  not  for  thee )  haue  Crumbled  Into  Rfould, 

And  wfi  thayr  Ceareclothes  rotted,  not  to  shew 
Whether  the  world  such  Sperritts  had  or  noe, 

Whearas  by  thee,  those,  an  dA  Million  since 
Nor  Fate,  nor  Enuye,  cann  theyr  Fames  Conuince, 

Homer,  Aluseeus,  Ouid,  Maro,  more 
Of  those  god=full  prophetts  longe  before 
Holde  their  Fternall  fers;  and  ours  of  Late 
(Thy  Mercie  helping )  shall  resist  stronge  fate 
Nor  stoope  to’  th  Center,  but  suruiue  as  Longe 
As  Fame  or  Rumour,  hath  or  Trumpe  or  Tongue. 
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